HANDBOUND 
AT  THE 


UNIVERSITY  OF 

TORONTO    PRPCQ 


77' 


/ 


B      E      L      L'i 

BRITISH  THEATRE, 

VOLUME   THE  TWENTY-FIRST. 


((, 

BRITISH' THE  ATM  ; 


>//s;i,  f, / '  f    //try          /'f  ; 


B      E      L      L  '  5 

BRITISH  THEATRE, 

Confiding  of   the  moft  eftcemed 

ENGLISH    PLAYS. 

VOLUME    THE    TWENTY-FIRST. 
Being  the  Second  Volume  of  OPERAS. 


CONTAINING 

MAID  of  the  MILL,  by  Mr.  BICKERSTAFF. 
LOVE  in  a  VILLAGE  by  Mr.  BICKERSTAFF. 
JOVIAL  CREW,  from  BEAUMONT  »nd  KEB/TCHHR. 

ACCOMPLISHED   MAID,    from    the   Italian   of 
GOLDONI. 

LIONEL  and  CLARISSA,  by  Mr.  BICKERSTAFF. 


LONDON: 

^Printed  for  JOHN  BELL,  Britijb  Library^ 


KDCCiZXZIi 


MAITD  of  the  MIUL 


rSCUs£riMiIJua**  March.  tf  fWJ  • 


PR 


T     O 

His  Royal  Highnefs 

w  i  L  L  i  A  M> 

DUKE  OF  GLOUCESTER. 

* 

May  if  pleafeyour  Royal  Higbnefs, 

WH  E  N  I  prefumed  to  folicit  the  honour  of  Iky 
ing  the  fubfequent  trifle  at  your  Royal  Highnefs's 
feet,  it  was  not  without  a  thorough  confcioufnefs  of  the 
little  value  of  the  offering  I  was  going  to  make;  but  I 
confidered,  mean  as  it  was,  it  would  ferve  as  a  teflimony 
of  my  devotion  ;  and  to  a  Prince  happy  in  love  of  the 
arts,  nothing  could  be  unacceptable,  which  bore  the  re^- 
moteft  analogy  to  them. 

How  far  the  Comic  Opera,  under  proper  regulations, 
has  a  right  to  be  acknowledged  for  a  junior  offspring  of 
the  Drama,  and  as  fuch  become  candidate  for  a  (hare 
of  public  encouragement,  I  mall  not  pretend  to  deter 
mine  ;  but  if  it  can  be  rendered  an  agreeable  amufe- 
rnent,  the  Engliih  Theatre  has  never  fcrupled  to  adopt 
what  was  capable  of  pleafmg  there ;  and  though  as  a 
work  of  genius,  it  is  by  no  means  to  be  fet  in  competi 
tion 
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tion  with  good  Tragedies  and  Comedies,  it  may,  I  ap* 
prehend,  be  permitted  as  an  occafional  relief  to  them, 
without  bringing  either  our  tafte  or  u.nderftanding  into 
queftion. 

I  need  not  inform  your  Royal  Highnefs,  that  in 
France,  where  the  flage  has  been  cultivated  with  more 
care,  and  fuccefs,  than  in  any  other  country,  this  fpe- 
cies  of  entertainment  is  received  with  very  great  ap» 
plaufe;  nor  is  it  thought  an  injury  to  Corneille,  and 
Moliere,  that  the  pieces  of  Anfeaume  and  Favart,  meet 
with  fuccefs. 

It  is  true,  among  the  French,  Comic  Operas  have 
very  often  the  advantage  of  being  extremely  well  writ 
ten;  of  which,  On  ne  S'avife  jamais  de  tout,  Le  Roy, 
ct  le  Fermier,  and  feme  others,  are  an  inftance  ;  -nor 
would  the  beft  compofition  of  the  greateft  mafter,  make 
a  very  contemptible  poem  pafs  on  an  audience :  I  wifh 
I  could  aflert  with  truth,  that  in  this  refpefl  we  fall  no 
thing  behind  our  neighbours,  and  that  what  I  here  pre- 
fent  to  your  Royal  Highnefs,  might  lay  claim  to  fome 
degree  of  merit,  even  in  the  writing:  but  though  I 
cannot  do  this,  permit  me  to  fay,  I  have  attempted  to 
render  it  a  little  interefting,  and  not  wholly  undiverting, 
as  far  a$  the  muftc,  my  principal  care,  would  give  me 
leave. 

But  I  humbly  beg  your  Royal  Highnefs's  pardon;  in 
applying  to  the  connoifTeur,  I  forget  that  I  am  at  the 
fame  time  addreffing  a  Great  Prince  :  indeed,  there  is 
a  fubjeft  on  which  I  could  dwell  with  the  trueft  plea- 
fure;  but  I  am  too  well  initrufted  in  your  Royal  High 
nefs's  character,  to  dare  to  offend  you  with  a  language 
which  forms  and  cufloms  too  often  impofe  upon  princes, 

a  ne- 
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a  neceflity  of  hearing;  I  mean  their  own  praife;  to  thofc 
who  are  moft  deferving,  ever  lead  welcome. 

I  therefore,  fubfcribe  myfelf, 
With  the  profoundeft  refpeft, 

May  it  pleafe  your  Royal  Highnefs^ 
Your  Royal  Highnefb's, 
Moll  obedient, 

Mod  devoted,  and 

humble  fervant* 

THE  AUTHOR, 


Dramatis  Perfonse. 

MEN. 

Lord  Aimworth      -     -     -  Mr.  Mattocks*. 

Sir  Harry  Sycamore     -    -  Mr.  Wilfon. 

Mervin    ------  Mr.  Robfon. 

Fairfield       -----  Mr.  Hull. 

Giles       ------  Mr.  Reinholfa 

Ralph      ------  Mr.  Quick. 

WOMEN. 

Lady  Sycamore       -     -    .  Mrs.  Pitt. 

Theodpfia    -----  Mrs.  Morton. 

Patty       ----,-  Mifs  Satcbelh 

Fanny     -    -    -    -    -    -  Mifs  Catley. 


THE 

MAID    OF    THE    MfLL. 


%*  The  lines  dijiingutjhcd  by  inverted  comast   '  tbu<J    Art  emitted  in 
the  feprefentaticn. 


ACT     I.        SCENE     I. 

A  rural  prcfpfS,  with  a  mill  at  ivorL  Several  people  em 
ployed  about  it  ;  on  one  fide  a  houfe,  PATTY  reading  in 
the  window  ;  on  the  other  a  barn,  where  FANNY  'Jits 
mending  a  net  ;  GILES  appears  at  a  diftance  in  the  n;'!t  ; 
V  A  I  R  F  I  F  L  D  and  RALPH  taking  facks  from  a  carl  . 
. 

C  JI     O     R     U     S. 

"pREEfromforroiv,  free  from  ft  rift  t 

O  how  blejl  the  miller's  life.  ! 
Cbearful  ^jwkinf  through  the  dayt 
Still  he  laughs  and  Jings  a-ivay. 

Nought  can  <vex  him, 

Nought  pcrple?;  him, 
While  there's  grift  to  make  him  gay* 


DUET. 

Lit  the  great  enjoy  the  blcjfing 


By  indulgent  fortune  fe 
hat  can  wealth,   can 


ent  : 

What  can  wealth,   can  grandeur 
More  than  plenty  and  content* 


Fairf.    Well  done,  well  doue  ;  'tis  a  fure  %n,wOrk 

on  merrily  when  folks  fmg  at  it.     Stop    the  mill 

there  ;  and   doft  hear,  fon   Ralph,  hoift  yon   facks  of 

B  fiour 
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flour  upon  this  cart,  lad,  and  drive  it  up  to  lord  Aim- 
worth's  ;  coming  from  London  laft  night  with  irrange 
company,  no  doubt  there  are  calls  enough  for  it  by  this 
time. 

Ralph.  Ay  feyther,  whether  or  not,  therms  no  doubt 
but  you'll  find  enow  for  a  body  to  do. 

Fairf.  Whot  doft  mutter  ?  Is't  not  a  ftrange  plague 
that  thou  can'ft  never  go  about  any  thing  with  a  good 
will  ;  murrain  take  it,  what's  come  o'er  the  boy  ?  So 
then  thou  wilt  not  fet  a  hand  to  what  I  have  defired 
thee  ! 

Ralph.  Why  don't  you  fpeak  to  fufter  Pat  to  do  fome- 
thing  then  ?  I  th<  ught  when  me  came  home  to  us  after 
my  old  lady's  deaih,  fhe  was  to  have  been  of  fome  ufein 
the  houfe  ;  but  inftead  of  that,  fhe  fits  there  all  day, 
reading  outlandifh  books,  dreffed  like  a  fine  madumaiel, 
un4  the  never  a  word  you  fays  to  me. 

Fairf.  Sirrah,  don't  fpeak  fo  difrefpeclfully  of  thy 
fitter  ;  thou  wilt  never  have  the  tyth  of  her  deferts. 

Ralph.  Why  I'll  read  and  write  with  her  for  what  me 
dares  ;  and  as  for  playing  on  the  hapficols,  I  thinks  her 
rich  good  mother  might  have  Icarn'd  her  fomething  more 
properer,  feeing  fhe  did  not  remember  to  leave  her  a  le 
gacy  at  Iaft. 

Fairf.  That's  none  of  thy  buiine'fs,  firrah 

Ralph.  A  farmer's  wife  painting  pictures,  and  playing 
on  the  hapficols ;  why  I'll  be  hang'd  now,  for  all  as  old 
as  (he  is,  if  Hie  knows  any  more  about  milking  a  cow, 
than  I  do  of  fewing  a  petticoat. 

Fairf.  Ralph,  thou  haft  been  drinking  this  morning. 

Ralph.  Well,  if  fo  be  as  I  have,  it's  nothing  out  of 
your  pocket,  nor  mines  neither. 

Fairf.   Who  has  been  giving  thee  liqaor,  firrah  ? 

Ralph.   Why  it  was  wind — a  gentleman  guve  me. 

Fairf.  A  gentleman  ! 

Ralph.  Yes,  a  gentleman  that's  come  piping  hot  from 
linden  ;  he  is  below  at  the  Cat  and  Bagpipes  ;  I  cod  he 
fides  a  choice  bit  of  a  nag  ;  I. dare  to  fay  (he'd  fetch  as 
good  ?s  forty  pound  at  ever  a  fair  in  all  England. 

Fairf.  A  fig's  end  for  what  Ihe'd  fetch  ;  mind  thy  bu- 
fineis,  or  by  the  lord  Harry 

Ralph. 
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Ralph.  Why  I  won't  do  another  hand's  turn  to-day 
now,  ib  that's  flat. 

Fair/.   Thou  wilt  not 

Ralph.  Why  no  I  won't  ;  fo  what  argufies  your  put 
ting  yourfeintr  a  paflron,  fey  the  r !  I've  promifed  to  go 
back  to  the  gentleman  ;  and  I  don>Kl  know  but  what  hfc's 
a  lord  too,  and  mayhap  he  may  do  more  for  me  than 
)ou  thinks  of. 

Ftiirf.  Well,  fon  Ralph,  run  thy  gai:  ;  but  remember 
I  tell  thee,  thou  wilt  repent  this  untowardnefs. 

Ralph.  Why,  how  lhall  I  repent  it  ?  Mayhap  you'll 
turn  me  out  of  your  fervice;  a  match  ;  with  all  hearts 
— I  cod  I  don't  care  three  brafs  pins. 

A    I    K, 

Ifthafs  all  you  want,  who  the  plague  will  be  ferry, 
*Twi*rt  better  by  half  to  dig  ft  ones  in  a  quarry  ; 

For  tny  Jbare  I'm  weary  of  what  is  got  by  t  : 
Vfiejh  !  here's  fuch  a  racket,  fetch  f aid  ing  and  coiling, 
Tiure  never  content,  but  when  folks  art  a.  t  tiling, 

And  drudging  like  hsrfes  from  mcrning  'till  night. 

You  think  Tm  afraid,  but  the  d:jf*rence  tofte-rvjcu  j 
Firft,  yonder  s  ywr  /hovel  \  your  Jacks  too  I  throw  ytu  ; 

Henceforward  take  care  of  your  matters  who  -it';//  ; 
They*  re  welcome  to  Jla-ve  for  your  <u;ag(s  who  neni  Yn, 
-    fol  lol  derol  lol,  I  ha've  purchased  my  freedom , 

And  never  hereafter  Jhall  work  at  the  mill, 

SCENE     II. 

FAIRFIELD,    PATTY. 

Fairf.  Dear  heart,  dear  heart  !  1  proteft  this  ungraw 
cious  boy  puts  me  quite  befide  myfelf.  Patty,  my  dear, 
come  down  into  the  yard  a  little,  and  keep  me  company 
— and  you,  thieves,  vagabonds,  gypfics,  out  here,  'tis 
you  debauch  my  fon. 
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AIR. 

Patty.      In  love  to  pine  and  languljb, 

Yet  knew  your  pajpon  vain  ; 
To  harlcur  heart  felt  anguijh> 
Yet  fear  to  tell  your  pain. 

What  pG^ufrs  unrelenting, 

Severer  ills  inventing, 

Can  Jkarpen  pangs  like  thefe  ; 
Where  days  and  nights,  tormenting. 

Yield  not  a  moment's  eafe  ! 

Fairf.  Well,  Patty,  Matter  Goodman,  my  lard's 
fteward,  has  been  with  me  juft  now,  and  I  find  we  are 
like  to  have  great  doings ;  hislordfhip  has  brought  down 
Sir  Harry  Sycamore  and  his  family,  and  there  is  more 
company  expe&ed  in  a  few  days. 

Patty.  I  know  Sir  Harry  very  well ;  he  is  by  mamage 
a  diitant  relation  of  my  lord's 

Fairf*  Pray  what  fort  of  a  young  body  is  the  daughter 
there  ?  I  think  me  ufed  to  be  with  you  at  the  cattle, 
three  or  four  fummers  ago,  when  my  young  lord  was  out 
upon  his  travel*, 

Patty.  Oh  !  very  often  ;  me  was  a  great  favourite  of 
my  lady's  :  pray  father  is  me  come  down  ? 

Fairf,  Why  you  know  the  report  laft  night,  about  my 
lord's  _eoing  to  be  married  ;  by  what  I  can  learn  me  is, 
and  tfiereis  likely  to  be  a  nearer  relationfhip  between  the 
families,  ere  long.  It  feems,  his  lordihip  was  not  over 
willing  for  the  match,  but  the  friends  on  both  fides  in 
London  preJIed  it  fo  hard  :  then  there's  a  fwinging  for 
tune  :  matter  Goodman  tells  me  a  matter  of  twenty  or 
thirty  thoufand  pounds, 

Patty.  If  it  was  a  million,  father,  it  would  not  be  more 
than  my  Icrd  Aim  worth  deferves ;  I  fuppofe  the  wedding 
will  be  celebrated  here  at  the  manfion-houfe. 

Fairf.  So  it  is  thought,  as  foon  as  things  can  be  pro 
perly  prepared And  now,  Patty,  if  I  could  but 

feevthee  a  little  merry — Come,  blefs  thee,  pluck  up  thy 
fpirits — To  be  fure  thou  haft  fuilaiued,  in  the  death  of 
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thy  lady,  a  heavy  lofs  ;  me  was  a  parent  to  thee  ;  nay, 
and  better,  inafmuch  as  flie  took  thee  when  thou  wert 
but  a  babe,  and  gave  thee  an  education  which  thy  natu 
ral  parents  could  not  afford  to  do. 

Patty.  Ah  !  dear  father,  don't  mention  what,  perhaps, 
has  been  my  greateit  misfortune. 

Fairf.  Nay  then,  Patty,  what's  become  of  all  thy 

fenfe,  that  people  talk  fo  much  about  ? But  I  have 

fomething  to  fay  to  thee  which  I  would  have  thee  con- 

fider  ferioufly. 1  believe  I  need  not  tell  thee,  my 

child,  that  a  young  maiden,  after  ihe  is  marriageable, 
cfpecially  if  me  has  any  thing  about  her  to  draw  people's 
notice,  is  liable  to  ill  tongues,  and  a  many  crofs  acci 
dents  ;  fo  that  the  fooner  ihe's  out  of  harm's  way  the 
better. 

Patty.  Undoubtedly,  father,  there  are  people  enough 
who  watch  every  opportunity  to  gratify  their  own 
malice  ;  but  when  a  young  woman's  conduct  is  un- 
blameable— — 

Fairf.  Why,  Patty,  there  may  be  fomething  in  that ; 
but  you  know  flander  will  leave  fpots,  where  malice  finds 
none :  I  fay,  then,  a  young  woman's  beft  fafeguard  is  a 
good  hufband.  Now  there  is  our  neighbour,  Farmer 
Giles  ;  he  is  a  fober,  honeft,  induftrious  young  fellow, 
and  one  of  the  wealthieft  in  thefe  parts  ;  he  is  greatly 
taken  with  thee  ;  and  it  is  not  the  firil  time  I  have  told 
thee  I  fhould  be  glad  to  have  him  for  a  fon-in-law. 

Patty.  And  I  have  told  you  as  often,  father,  I  would 
fubmit  my felf  entirely  to  your  direction  ;  whatever  yoa 
think  proper  for  me,  is  fo. 

Fairf.  Why  that's  fpoken  like  a  dutiful,  fenfible  girl ; 
get  thee  in,  then,  and  leave  me  to  manage  it  •  - 

Perhaps  our  neighbour  Giles  is  not  a  gentleman  ;  but 
what  are  the  greateft  part  of  our  country  gentlemen  good 
for  ? 

Patty.  Very  true,  father.  The  fentiments,  indeed, 
have  frequently  little  correfpondeace  with  the  condition  ; 
and  it  is  according  to  them  akme  we  eught  to  regulate 
our  eftcem. 

B  3  AIR* 
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AIR. 

What  are  outward  fcrms,  an 

SH)  an  honeft  heart  compared  ? 
Oft  the  ruftic,  wanting  thofe, 

Has  the  nobler  portion  Jhar  V. 

Oft  <vje  fee  the  homely  flower. 

Bearing  at  the  hedge*  s  Jide, 
'Virtues  of  more  fo~u'reign  ptyw'r, 

Than  the  garden's  gayeft  pride, 

SCENE     III. 
F  AIRFIELD,    GILES* 

Gibs.  Well,  mailer  Fair-field,  you  and  Mifs  Pat  have 
liad  a  long  difcourfe  together ;  did  you  tell  her  that  I  was 
come  down  f 

Fairf.  No,  in  truth,  friend  Giles  ;  but  I  mentioned 
our  affair  at  a  diftance ;  and  I  think  there  is  no  fear. 

Giles.  That's  right — and  when  fhall  us — You  do  know 
I  have  told  you  my  mind  often  and  often. 

Fairf.  Farmer,  give  us  thy  hand ;  nobody  doubts  thy 
good  will  to  me  and  my  girl  j  and  you  may  take  my 
\vord,  I  would  rather  give  her  to  thee  than  another ; 
for  I  am  main  certain  thou  wilt  make  her  a  good  huf- 
band. 

Giles.  Thanks  to  your  kind  opinion,  matter  Fairfield  ; 
5f  fuch  be  my  hap,  I  hope  there  will  be  no  caufe  of  com 
plaint. 

Fairf.  And  I  promife  thee  my  daughter  will  make 
thee  a  choice  wife.  But  thou  know'ft,  friend  Giles,  that 
I,  and  all  belongs  to  me,  have  great  obligations  to  lord 
A im worth's  family  ;  Patty,  in  particular,  would  be  one 
cf  the  moft  ungrateful  wretches  this  day  breathing  if  me 
•was  to  do  the  fmalleft  thing  contrary  to  their  confent  and 
approbation. 

Gilts.  Nay,  nay,  'tis  well  enough  known  to  all  the 
country,  Ihe  was  the  old  lady's  darling, 

Fairf, 
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Fuirf.  Well,  mailer  Giles,  I'll  a  flu  re  thee  me  is  not 
one  whit  lefs  obliged  to  my  lord  himfelf.  When  his 
mother  was  taken  off  ib  fuddenly,  and  his  affairs  called 
him  up  to  London,  if  Patty  would  have  remained  at  the 
caitle,  fhe  might  have  had  the  command  of  all  ;  or  if 
flic  would  have  gone  any  where  elil-,  he  would  ha\e  paid 
for  her  fixing,  let  the  coll  be  what  it  wcfuld. 

Giles.  Why,  for  that  matter,  folks  did  not  fpare  to 
fuy,  that  my  lord  had  a  fort  of  a  fneaking  kindnefs  for 
her  himfelf:  and  I  remember,  at  one  time,  it  was  rife 
all  about  the  neighbourhood,  that  fhe  was  actually  to  be 
our  lady. 

Fairf.  Pho,  pho  !  a  pack  of  woman's  tales. 

Giles.  Nay,  to  be  fure  they'll  fay  any  thing. 

Fairf.  My  lord's  a  man  of  a  better  way  of  thinking, 

friend  Giles But  this  is  neither  here  nor  there  to  our 

bufmefs Have  you  been  at  the  cnftle  yet  ? 

Giles.  Who  I  !  Blefs  your  heart  I  did  not  hear  a  fyl- 
Jable  of  his  lordfhip's  being  come  down,  'till  yoar  lad 
told  me. 

Fairf.  No  !  why  then  go  up  to  my  lord,  let  him 
know  you  have  a  mind  to  make  a  match  with  my  daugh 
ter  j  h«ar  what  he  has  to  fay  to  it ;  and  afterwards  we 
will  try  if  we  can't  fettle  matters. 

Giles.  Go  up  to  my  lord  !  I  cod  if  that  be  all,  I'll  do 
it  with  the  biggeft  pleafure  in  life. — But  where's  Mifs 
Pat  ?  Might  one  not  ax  her  how  fhe  do  ? 
Fairf.  Never  fpare  it ;  fhe's  within  there. 
Giles.  I  fees  her — odd  rabbit  it,  this  hatch  is  locked 

now Mifs  Pat -Mifs  Patty— She  makes  believe 

not  to  hear  me 

Fairf.  Well,  well,  never  mind  ;  thoul't  come  and 
cat  a  morfel  of  dinner  with  us. 

Giles.  Nay,  but  jufl  to  have  a  bit  of  a  joke  with  her 

at  prefent Mifs  Pat,  J  fay won't  you  open  the- 

door  / 


A    I    R, 
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AIR. 

Hark  f  V/j  I  your  own  true  lover \ 
After  walking  three  long  miles  t 
One  kind  look  at  haft  dij'caever, 
Come  and  fpeak  a  word  to  Giles* 
Ten  alone  my  heart  I  fix  on  : 
Ah,  ycu  little  cunning  <vixen  ! 
I  can  fee  y  cur  roguijb  j miles. 
Addflids  !  my  mind  is  fo  poffift, 
2?//  we're  Jpfd,  I  Jhant  have  reft  ; 
Only  fay  the  thing' 's  a  bar  gain  y 
Here  an  you  like  it, 
Ready  to  ftrike  it, 
There's  at  once  an  end  of  arguing  : 
I'm  her's,  foe's  mine ; 
Thus  we  feat,  and  thus  wejign. 

SCENE     IV. 
FAIRFIELD,  PATTY. 

Fairf.  Patty,  child,  why  would'ft  not  thou  open  the 
door  for  our  neighbour  Giles  ? 

Patty.  Really,  father,  I  did  not  know  what  was  the 
matter. 

Fairf.  Well,  another  time  j  he'll  be  here  again  pre- 
fently.  He's  gone  up  to  the  caflle,  Patty  ;  thou  know'ft 
it  would  not  be  right  for.  us  to  do  any  thing  without 
giving  his  lorcifhip  intelligence,  fo  I  have  fent  the 
farmer  to  let  him  know  that  he  is  willing,  and  we  are 
willing  ;  and,  with  his_  lordihip's  approbation — 

Patty.  Oh  dear  father — what  are  you  going  to  fay? 

Fairf.  Nay  child,  I  would  not  have  ftirr'd  a  ftep 
for  fifty  pounds,  without  advertifmg  his  lordfhip  be 
forehand. 

Patty.  But  furely,  furely,  you  have  not  done  this  rafh., 
this  precipitate  thing. 

Fairf  How  rafh,  how  is  it  rafh,  Patty  f  I  don't  un- 
derftand  thee. 

Patty*  Oh,  you  have  diftrefs'd  me  beyond  imagination 
— but  why  would  you  not  give  me  notice,  fpeak  to  me 
firft? 

Fairf, 
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Fairf.  Why  han't  I  fpokcn  to  thcc  an  hundred  times  ? 
No,  Patty,  'tis  thou  that  would'lt  diitrefb  me,  and  thou'lt 
brea!-:  my  heart. 

Pt  r! 

f.  All  I  clclire  is  to  fee  thec  well  fettled  ;  and  now 
that  I  am  likely  to  do  fo,  thou  art  not  contented ;  J  am 
fure  the  farmer  is  as  iightly  a  clever  hid  as  any  in  the 
country ;  and  is  he  not  as  good  as  we  ? 

Patty.  'Tis  very  true,  father;  I  am  to  blame;  pray 
forgive  me. 

fairf.  Forgive  thee !  Lord  help  thee,  my  child,  I  am 
not  angry  with  thee;  but  quiet  thyfelf,  Patty,  and 
thou'lt  fee  all  this  will  turn  out  for  the  belt. 

SCENE    V. 
PATTY. 

What  will  become   of  me? — my  lord  will  certainly 

imagine  this  is  done  with  my  confent Well,  is  he 

not  himfelf  going  to  be.  married  to  a  lady,  fuitable  to 
him  in  rank,  fuitable  to  him  in  fortune,  as  this  fanner 
is  to  me ;  and  under  what  pretence  can  I  refufe  the  huf- 
•hand  my  father  has  found  for  me  !  Shall  I  fay  that  I  have 
dared  to  raife  my  inclinations  above  my  condition,  and 
Aimed  to  love,  where  my  duty  taught  me  only  gra 
titude  and  refpecl?  Alas!  who  could  live  in  the  ho-ufe 
wkh  lord  Aim  worth,  fee  him,  converfe  with  him,  and 
not  love  him!  I  have  this  confolaticn,  however,  my 
felly  is  yet  undifcovcr'd  to  any  ;  elie,  how  mould  £  be 
ridiculed  and  defpifed  ;  nay,  would  not  my  lord  himfelf 
defpife  me,  efpecially,  if  he  knew  that  I  have  more  than 
once  confcrued  his  natural  affability  and  politehefs  into 
lentiments  as  unworthy  of  him,  as  mine,  are  bold  and  ex 
travagant.  Unexampled  vanity  !  did  I  poflefs  any  tiling 
capable  of  attracting  fuch  a  notice,  to  what  purpoie 
could  a  man  of  hi;->  diltinftion  call  his  eyesonagiil,  poor, 
meanly  born,  and  indebted  ft>r  every  thing  to  the  ill- 
f  kced  bounty  of  his  family  f 


AIR, 
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Ah!  why Jhould fate,  purfulng 

A  wretched  thing  like  me, 
Heap  ruin  thus  on  ruin, 

And  add  to  mifery  ? 
The  gritfs  I  languijh'  d  under  y 

In  fecret  let  me  Jhare  ; 
Eut  this  xFwJtrefa  of  thunder^ 

Is  more  than  I  can  bear. 

SCENE      VI. 

Changes  to  a  Chamber  in  Lord  AIMWORTH 's  Houfe. 
SIR  HARRY  SYCAMORE,  THEODOSIA. 

Sir  Har.  Well,  but  Theodofia,  child,  you  are  quite 
imreafonable. 

i-Theo.  Pardon  me,  papa,  it  is  not  I  am  unreafonable  : 
when  I  gave  way  to  my  inclinations  for  Mr.  Mervin, 
he  did  not  feem  lefs  agreeable  to  you  and  my  mama, 
than  he  was  acceptable  to  me.  It  is  therefore  you  have 
been  unreafonable,  in  firft  encouraging  his  addreffes,  and 
afterwards  forbidding  him  your  houfe;  in  order  to  bring 
roe  down  here,  to  force  me  on  a  gentleman 

Sir  Har.  Force  you,  Dofiy,  what  do  you  mean  ?  By 
the  la,  I  would  not  force  you  on  the  Czar  of  Mufcovy. 

Tbeo.  And  yet,  papa,  what  elfe  can  I  call  it  ?  for  tho* 
lord  Aimworth  is  extremely  attentive  and  obliging,  I 
affure  you  he  is  by  no  means  one  of  the  moft  ardent  of 
lovers. 

Sir  Har.  Ardent,  ah !  there  it  is ;  you  girls  never 
think  there  is  any  love,  without  luffing  and  hugging; 
but  you  mou'd"  confider  child,  my  lord  Aimworth  is  a 
polite  man,  and  has  been  abroad  in  France  and  Italy, 
where  thefe  things  are  not  the  famioo  ;  I  remember 
when  I  was  on  my  travels,  among  the  madames  and 
fignoras,  we  never  faluted  more  than  the  tip  of  the  ear. 

Theo.  Really,  papa,  you  have  a  very  ftrange  opinion 
of  my  delicacy  ;  I  had  no  fuch  fluff  in  my  thoughts. 

Sir  Har.  Well  come,  my  poor  Dofly,   I  fee  you  are 
<chagrin'd,  but  you  know  it  is  not  my  fault  j  on  the  con 
trary, 


ACOMICOPERA.  u 

trary,  I  aflure  you,  I  had  always  a  great  regard  for  young 
Men  in,  and  fhould  have  been  very  glad 

Tbf>.  Mow  then,  papa,  could  you  join  in  forcing  me 
to  write  him  that  llrange  letter,  never  to  fee  me  more  ; 
or  how  indeed  could  I  comply  with  your  commands  ? 
what  muft  he  think  of  nre  ? 

Sir  Har*  Ay,  but  hold  Dofly,  your  mama  convinced 
me  that  he  was  not  fo  proper  a  fon-in-law  for  us  as  Lord 
Aimworth. 

Tbeo.  Convinced  you !  Ah,  my  dear  papa,  you  were 
not  convinced. 

Sir  Har    What  don't  I  know  when  I  urn  convinced? 

Thfo.  Why  no,  papa ;  becxufe  your  good-nature  and 
cafmefs  of  temper  is  fuch,  that  you  pay  more  refpeft  to 
the  judgment  of  mama,  and  lefs  to  your  own,  than  you, 
ought  to  do. 

Sir  Har.  Well,  but  DoflTy,  don't  you  fee  how  your 
mama  loves  me ;  if  my  finger  does  but  ach,  {he's  like 
a  betwitched  woman ;  and  if  I  was  to  die,  I  don't  be 
lieve  me  would  outlive  the  burying  of  me:  nay  fhe  has 
told  me  as  much  herfelf. 

Tbeo.  Her  fondnefs  indeed  is  very  extraordinary. 

Sir  Har.  Befides,  could  you  give  up  the  proipedl  of 
being  a  countefs,  and  miftrefs  of  this  fine  place? 

T/jeo.  Yes,  truly  could  I. 

A    I    R. 

With  tie  man  that  1  low,  ivas  I  dejiind  to  dwell. 
On  a  mountain,  a  mocr,  in  a  cot,  in  a  celly 
Retreats  the  mcft  barren,  moft  dc/erf,  iwuld  be 
Merc  pleajing  than  courts  or  a  palace  to  me. 

Let  the  'vain  and  the  <venal,  in  wedlock  afpire 
To  ew hat  folly  ej}eernsy  and  the  vulgar  admire  ; 
J yield  them  the  blifs,  where  their  iviftes  are  placed, 
Infenfiblt  creatures  !  'tis  all  they  can  tajle. 

SCENE     VII. 
SIR  HARRY,  THEODOSIA,  LADY  SYCAMORE, 

La.  Syc.  Sir  Harry,  where  are  you  ? 
Sir  Har.  Here  my  lamb. 

La.  Sjc. 
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La.  Syc.  I  am  juft  come  from  looking  over  his  lord- 

fliip's   family  trinkets. Well,  Mifs   Sycamore,  you 

are  a  happy  creature,   to  have  diamonds,  equipage,  title, 
all  the  bleflings  oflife  poured  thus  upon  you  at  once. 

Tbso.  Bleflings,  madam  !  Do  you  think  then  I  am 
fuch  a  wretch  as  to  place  my  felicity  in  the  pofieiTion  qf 
any  fuch  trumpery  ? 

La.  Syc.  Upon  my  word,  Mifs,  you  have  a  very  dif- 
dainful  manner  of  expreffing  yourfelf ;  I  believe  there 
are  very  few  young  women  of  fafhion,  who  would  think 
any  facrifice  they  cou'd  make,  too  much  for  them. — Did 
you  ever  hear  the  like  of  her,  Sir  Harry  ? 

Sir  Har.  Why,  my  dear,  I  have juft  been  talking  to 
her  in  the  fame  itrain,  but  whatever  me  has  go  t^  in  her 
head 

La.  Syc.  Oh,  it  is  Mr.  Mervin.  her  gentleman  of 
Buckleribury. —  Fye  Mifs,  marry  a  cit  !  Where  is  your 
pride,  your  vanity  ;  have  you  nothing  of  the  perfon  of 
dilHncHon  about  you  ? 

Sir  Har.  Well,  but  my  lady,  you  know  I  am  a  piece 
of  a  cit  myfelf,  as  I  may  fay,  for  my  great-grandfather 
w;ks  a  dry-falter. 

%'beo.  And  yet,  madam,  you  condefc&nded  to  marry 
my  papa. 

La.  Sjc.  Well,  if  I  did  mifs,  I  had  but  five  thoufand 
pounds  to  my  portion,  and  Sir  Harry  knows  I  was  pait 
eight  and  thirty,  before  I  would  liften  to  him. 

Sir  Har,  Nay,  Dofty,  that's  true,  your  mama  own'd 
eight  and  thirty,  before  we  were  married  :  but  by  the 
la,  my  dear,  you  were  a  lovely  angel  ;  and  by  candle • 
light  nobody  would  have  taken  you  for  above  five  and 
twenty. 

La,  Syc.  Sir  Hurry,  you  remember  the  laft  tirnelwrss 
at  my  lord  duke's. 

Sir  Har.  Yes,  my  love,  it  was  the  very  day  your -little 
bitch  Minxey  pupt 

La.  Syc.  And  pray  what  did  the  whole  family  fay  ; 
my  lord  John,  and  my  lord  Thomas,  and  my  lady  Du- 

chefs  in  particular  ?   Coufm,  fays  her  Grace   to  me: , 

for  fhe  always  called  me  coufin. 

Tbeo.  Well,  but  madam,  to  cut  this  matter  fhort  at 
once,  iny  father  has  a  great  regard  for  Mr.  Mervin,  and 
would  confent  to  our  union  with  all  his  heart. 
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La.  Syc.  Do  you  fay  fo,  Sir  Harry  ? 

6Yr  //«r.   Who  1  love ! 

La.  Syc.  Then  all  my  care  and  prudence  are  come  to 
nothing. 

Sir  Har.  Well,  but  flay  my  lady— Dofly,  you  are 
always  making  mifchief. 

Thco.   Ah  !  my  dear  fweet— — — 

La,  SYC-.  Do  mifs,  that's  right,  coax 

Tbeo.  No,  madam,  I  am  not  capable  of  any  fuch 
meannefs. 

La.  Syc.  'Tis  very  civil  of  you  to  contradict  me  how 
ever. 

Sir  Har.  Eh!  what's  that— hands  off  Do/Ty,  don't 
oome  near  me. 

AIR. 

iVhy  how  nonv  mifs  pert,  , 

Do  you  think  to  divert 
Mj  anger  by  fawning  and  ftrokingy 

Would  you  make  me  a  f»ol? 

Your  play -thing,  your  tool, 
1fras  e^ver  young  minx  fo  provoking  ? 

Get  out  of  my  fight, 

'Twould  be  fervingyou  rigbtt 
¥o  lay  afiunddofe  of  the  lajh  on ; 

Contradict  your  mamat 

Vve  a  mind  by  the  la  ! 
But  I  won't  put  my f elf  in  a  pajfion. 

SCENE     VIII. 

SIR  HARRY,  LADY  SYCAMORE,  LORD  AIMWORTH, 
GILES. 

L.  Aim.  Come  farmer,  you  may  come  in,  there  are 
none  here  but  friends. -Sir Harry,  yourfervant. 

Sir  Har.  My  lord,  I  kifs  your  lordfliip's  hands — I 

hope  he  did  not  overhear  us  fquabbling **  I  have 

"  been  chattering  here  with  my  wife  and  daughter,  my 

"  lord We  have  been  examining  your  lordtiiip's 

'*  pictures. 

/,.  Aim.  "  I  flatter  myfelf,  then  her  ladyfliip  found 
C  "  fome- 
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*'  fomething  to  entertain  her;  there  are  a  few  of  them 

<f  counted  tolerable." Well  now,   mafler  Giles, 

what  is  it  you  have  got  to  fay  to  me?  If  I  can  do  you 
any  fervice,  this  company  will  give  you  leave  to  fpeak. 

Giles.  I  thank  your  lordfhip,  I  has  not  got  a  great 
deal  to  fay;  I  do  come  to  your  lordfhip  about  a  little 
bufmefs,  if  you'll  pleafe  :o  give  me  the  hearing. 

L.  Aim.  Certainly,  only  let  me  know  what  it  is. 

•Giles.  Why  an  pleafe  you  my  lord,  being  left  alone, 
as  I  may  fay,  feyther  dead,  and  all  the  bufmefs  upon 
my  own  hands,  I  do  think  of  fettling  and  Liking  a  wife, 
•said  am  come  to  ax  your  honour's  confent. 

L.  Aim.  My  content  farmer!  if  that  be  neceflary, 
you  have  it  with  all  my  heart — I  hope  you  have  taken 
care  to  make  a  prudent  choice. 

Giles.  Why  I  do  hope  fo,  my  lord. 

L.  Aim.  Well,  and  who  is  the  happy  fair  one  ?  Does 
ihe  live  in  my  houfe  ~? 

Giles.  No,  my  lord,  me  does  not  live  in  your  heufe, 
but  jfhe's  a  parfon  of  your  acquaintance. 

L.  Aim.  Of  my  acquaintance! 

Giles.  No 'offence,  I  hope,  your  honour. 

L.  Aim.  None  in  the  leait:  but  how  is  (he  an  ac 
quaintance  of  mine  ? 

Giles*  Your  lordfhip,  do  know  Miller  Fan-field  ? 

L.  Aim.  Well. 

Giles.  And  Patty  F  airfield,  his  daughter,  my  lord? 

L.  Aim.  Ay,  is  it  her  you  think  of  marrying? 

Giles.  Why  if  fo  be  as  your  lordfhip  has  no  objection ; 
to  be  fure  we  will  do  nothing  without  your  confent  and 
approbation. 

L.  Aim.  Upon  my  word,  farmer,  you  have  made  an 
excellent  choice — It  is  a  god-daughter  of  my  mother's, 
madam,  who  was  bred  up  under  her  care,  and  I  pro- 
teft  I  do  not  know  a  more  amiable  young  woman.- 
But  are  you  fure,  farmer,  that  Patty  herfelf  is  inclinable 
40  this  match? 

Gilts.  O  yes,  my  lord,  I  am  fartain  of  that, 

L.  Aim  Perhaps  then  fiie  defired  you  to  come  and 
alk  m>  Confent? 

Giles.  Why  as  far  as  this  here,  my  lord ;  to  be  fure, 
the  miller  did  not  care  to  publifh  the  banns,  without 

making 


A     COMIC     OPERA.  15 

making  your  lordfliip  acquainted — But  I  hope  your 
honour's  not  angry  with  I. 

L.  Aim.  Angry  farmer!  why  fhculd  you  think  fo  ?  — 
what  intcreit  have  I  in  it  to  be  angry? 

Sir  Har.  And  fo>  honeft  farmer,  you  are  going  to  be 
married  to  little  Patty  Fairfield?  She's  an  old  acquaint 
ance  of  mine ;  how  long  have  you  and  fhe  been  fweet- 
hearts? 

Giles.  Not  a  long  while,  an  pleafe  your  worfhip, 

Sir  Har.  Well,  her  father's  a  good  warm  fellow  ;  f 
ftippofe  you  take  care  that  ihe  brings  fomething  to  make 
the  pot  boil? 

La.  Syc.  What  does  that  concern  you,  Sir  Harry? 
how  often  mult  I  tell  you  of  meddling  in  other  people's 
affairs? 

Sir  Har.  My  lord,  a  penny  for  your  thoughts. 

L.  Aim.  I  beg  your  pardon,  Sir  Harry;  upon  my 
word,  I  did  not  think  where  I  was. 

Giles.  Well  then,  your  honour,  Pll  make  bold  to  be 
taking  my  leave ;  I  may  fay  you  gave  confent  for  Mifs 
Patty  and  I  to  go  on. 

L.  Aim.  Undoubtedly,  farmer,  if  fhe  approves  of  it  L 
but  are  you  not  afraid  that  her  education  has  rendered 
her  a  little  unfuitable  for  a  wife  for  you  ? 

La.  Syc.  Oh  my  lord,  if  the  girPs  handy-  •  — 

Sir  Har.  Oh,  ay —  when  a  girl's  handy 

Giles.  Handy !  Why,  faving  refpeft,  there's  nothing 
•comes  amifs  to  her ;  flic's  cute  at  every  varfal  kind  o£ 
thing. 

AIR. 

Odd's  my  life,fearcl  England 'over, 

An  you  match  her  in  her  flat  ion  t 

Pll  be  bound  to  fly  the  nation  : 
And  befure  as  well  I  love  her. 

Do  but  fstl  my  heart  a  betting^ 
Still  hfr  pretty  name  repeat  ing. 
Here's  the  work  }tts  al-ivayt  at. 
Pitty,  patty,  pat,  pit,  pat. 

C  z  When    J 
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Wkenjhe  makes  the  mufic  tinkle. 

What  on y earth  canfvueeter  be? 
Then  her  little  eyesfo  twinkle, 

3<Tis  afeajl  to  hear  and  fee. 

SCENE     IX. 

LORD  AIMWORTH,  SIR  HARRY,  LADY  SYCAMOR&. 

Sir  Har.  By  dad  this  is  a  good  merry  fellow,  is  not 

he  in  love,  with  his  pitty  patty And  To  my  lord  you 

have  given  your  content  that  he  {hall  marry  your  mo 
ther's  old  houfekeeper.  Ah,  well,  I  can  fee 

L,  Aim.  Nobody  doubts,  Sir  Harry,  that  you  are  very 
clear-lighted. 

Sir  Har.  Yes,  yes,  let  me  alone,  I  know  what's 
what:  I  was  a  young  fellow  once  myfelf ;  and  I  fhould 
have  been  glad  of  a  tenant,  to  take  a  pretty  girl  oft"  my 
hands  now  and  then,  as  well  as  another. 

L.  Aim.  I  proteft  my  dear  friend,  I  don't  underftand 
you. 

La.  Syc.  Nor  nobody  elfe — Sir  Harry  you  are  going 
at  fome  beafllinefs  now.  • 

Sir  Har.  Who  I,  my  lady  ?  Not  I,  a?  I  hope  to  live 
and  breathe;  'tis  nothing  to  us  you  knew,  what  my  lord 
does  before  he's  married ;  when  I  was  a  batchelor,  I  was 
a  devil  among  the  wenches,  myfelf;  and  yet  I  vow  to 
George,  my  lord,  fince  I  knew  my  lady  Sycamore,  and 
we  fhall  be  man  and  wife  eighteen  years,  if  we  live  till 
next  Candlemas-day,  I  never  had  to  do 

La.  Syc.  Sir  Harry,  come  out  of  the  room,  I  defire. 

Sir  Har.  Why,  what's  the  matter,  my  lady,  I  did  not 
fay  any  harm  ? 

La.  Syc.  1  fee  what  you  are  driving  at,  you  want  to 
make  me  faint. 

Sir  Har.  I  want  to  make  you  faint,  my  lady ! 

La.  Syc.  Yes  you  do — and  if  you  don't  come  out  this 

inftant  I  mall  fall  down  in  the  chamber 1  beg,  my 

lord,  you  won't  fpeak  to  him.—— Will  you  come  out, 
Sir  Harry. 

Sir  Har.  Nay,  but  my  lady ! 

La.  fyc.  No,  I  will  have  you  out. 

SCENE 
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SCENE      X. 

LORD  AIMWORTH. 

This  worthy  baronet,  and  his  lady,  are  certainly  a 
very  whimfical  couple  ;  however,  their  daughter  is  per 
fectly  amiable  in  every  refpeft:  and  yet  I  am  forry  I 
have  brought  her  down  here ;  for  can  I  in  honour  marry 
her,  while  my  affections  are  engaged  to  another?  To 
what  does  the  pride  of  condition  and  the  cenfure  of  the 
world  force  me !  Muft  I  then  renounce  the  only  perfon 
that  can  make  me  happy ;  becaufe,  becaufe  what?  be- 
caufe  /he's  a  miller's  daughter?  Vain  pride,  and  unjuft 
cenfure!  has  me  not  all  the  graces  that  education  can 
give  her  fex  ;  improved  by  a  genius  feldom  found  among 
the  higheft  ?  Has  me  not  modefty,  fweetnefs  of  temper, 
and  beauty  of  perfon,  capable  of  adorning  a  rank  the 
moft  exalted  ?  But  it  is  too  late  to  think  of  thefe  things 
now;  my  hand  is  promifed,  my  honour  engaged:  and 
if  it  was  not  fo,  me  has  engaged  herfelf ;  the  farmer  is  a 
perfon  to  her  mind,  and  I  have  authorized  their  union 
by  my  approbation. 

A    I    R. 

*The  mad-man  thus,  at  times,  ivefee, 

With  feeming  reafon  bhft  ; 
Hts  looks,  his  words,  his  thoughts  are  fret) 

And/peak  a  mind  at  reft. 

"Butjhort  the  calms  ofeafe  and '/en/e, 

And  ab  /  uncertain  too  ; 
While  that  idea  lives  from  whence 

•At  firft.  his  frenzy  grew \ 

SCENE      XI. 

Changes  to  the  profpeft  of  the  mill. 

Snter  RALPH,  with  MERVIN,  in  a  riding  drefs,  fol 
lowed  by  FANNY. 

fanny.  Ah,  pray  your  honour,  try  if  vou  have  not 
fomething  to  fparC  for  poor  Fanny  the  eipfeyi 

C3  Ralph, 
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Ralph.  I  tell  you,  Fan,  the  gentleman  has  no  change 
about  him ;  why  the  plague  will  you  be  fo  trcublefome  ? 

Fanny.  Lord  what  is  it  to  you,  if  his  honour  has  a 
mind  to  give  me  a  trifle?  Do  pray,  gentleman,  put  your 
hand  in  your  pocket. 

Mer.  19  am  almoft  diftra&ed !  Ungrateful  Theodofia, 
to  change  fo  fuddenly,  and  write  me  fuch  a  letter! 
However,  I  am  refolved  to  have  my  difmiffion  face  to 
face ;  this  letter  may  be  forced  from  her  by  her  mother, 
who  I  know  was  never  cordially  my  friend :  I  could  not 
get  a  fight  of  her  in  London,  but  here  they  will  be  lefs 
on  their  guard;  and  fee  her  I  will,  by  one  means  or 
other. 

Fanny.  Then  your  honour  will  not  extend  your  cha 
rity  > 

AIR. 

/  am  young,  and  I  am  friendlefs,. 

And poor ',  alas  !  withal; 
Sure  myforrows  ^will  be  endlefs  ; 

In  vain  for  help  I  call. 
Have  fome  pity  in  your  nature,. 
To  relieve  a  wretched  creature, 

Though  the  gift  be  ne'er  fo  fmall. 

May  you,  poffeffing  every  blejfing, 

Still  inherit  Sir,  all  you  merit  Sir, 
And  never  know  what  it  is  to  want ; 
Sweet  Heaven,  your  worjkip  all  happinefs  grant* 

SCENE      XII. 
RALPH,    M  E  R  v  i  N. 

Ralph.  Now  I'll  go  and  take  that  money  from  her 
and  1  have  good  mind  to  lick  her,  fo  I  have. 

Mer.  Pho,  pr'ythee  ftay  where  you  are. 

Ralph.  Nay,  but  I  hate  to  fee  a  toad  fo  devilifh 
greedy. 

Mer.  Well  come,  me  has  not  got  a  great  d«al,  and 
I  have  thought  how  me  may  do  me  a  favour  in  her  turn. 

Ralph.  Ay,  but  you  may  put  that  out  of  your  head, 
for  I  can  tell  you  fhc  won't. 

Afir. 
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Mer.  How  fo? 

Ralph.  How  fo,  why  fhe's  as  cunning  as  the  Devil. 

Mer.  Oh  me  is— I  fancy  I  underftand  you.  Well, 

in  that  cafe,  friend  Ralph Your  name's  Ralph,  I 

think? 

Ralph.  Yes,  fir,  at  your  fervice,  for  want  of  a  better. 

Mer.  I  fay  then,  friend  Ralph,  in  that  cafe,  we  will 
remit  the  favour  you  think  of,  till  the  lady  is  in  a  more 
complying  humour,  and  try  if  flie  cannot  fcrre  me  at 

prefent  rn  fome  other  capacity There  are  a  good 

many  gipfies  hereabout,  are  there  not? 

Ralph.  Softly — I  have  a  whole  gang  of  them  here  in 
our  barn;  I  have  kept  them  about  the  place  thefe  three 
months,  and  all  on  account  of  flie. 

Mer.  Really. 

Ralph.  Yea, but  for  your  life  don't  fay  a  word  of 

it  to  any  Chriftian 1  am  in  love  with  her. 

Mer.     Indeed ! 

Ralph.  Feyther  is  as  mad  with  me  about  it,  as  Old 
Scratch;  and  I  gets  the  plague  and  all  of  anger;  but  I 
don't  mind  that. 

Mer.  Well,  friend  Ralph,  if  you  are  in  love,  no  doubt 
you  have  fome  influence  over  your  miftrefs  ;  don't  you 
think  you  could  prevail  upon  her,  and  her  compa 
nions,  to  fupply  me  with  one  of  their  habits,  and  let 
me  go  up  with  them  to-day  to  my  lord  Aim  worth's. 

Ralph.  Why  do  you  want  to  go  a  mumming  ?  We 
never  do  that  here  but  in  the  Chriftmas  holidays. 

Mer.  No  matter:  manage  this  for  me,  and  manage 
it  with  fecrefy;  and  I  promife  you  (hall  not  go  unre 
warded. 

Ralph.  Ohf  as  for  that  fir,  I  don't  look  for  any 
thing,  I  can  eafily  get  you  a  bundle  of  their  rags ;  but 
I  don't  know  whether  you'll  prevail  on  them  to  go  up 
to  my  lord's,  becaufe  they're  afraid  of  a  big  dog  that's 
in  the  yard  :  but  I'll  tell  you  what  I  can  do  ;  I  can  go 
up  before  you  and  have  the  dog  fattened,  for  I  know  his 
kennel 

Mer.  That  will  do  very  well— By  means  of  thfs 
difguife  I  ftiall  probably  get  a  fight  of  her  ;  and  I  leave 
the  reft  to  love  and  fortune. 

AIR, 
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Why  quits  the  merchant,  bleft  with  eafe, 

The  phafures  of  his  native  feat , 
To  tempt  the  d  ngers  ^fthefeas, 
And  crimes  more  perilous  tzan  thefe  ; 

Midji  freezing  cold,  or  fc arching  heat. 

He  knows  the  hardships,  knows  the  pain, 
The  h,  nh  ofivaj,   but  thinks  it  j mall  ^ 

The  fwetts  of  what  he  hcpes  to  gain, 
Undaunted,  make  him  combat  all. 

SCENE     XIII. 
PATTY,  RALPH,  GILES,  FANNT. 

Giles.  So  his  lordfhip  was  as  willing  as  the  flowers  in 
May'  and  as  I  was  coming  along,  who  fhou'd  I 

meet  but  your  father-  and  he  bid  me  run  in  all  hafte 
and  tell  you——  for  we  were  fure  you  would  be  deadly 
glad. 

Patty.  I  know  not  what  bufmefs  you  had  to  go  to  my 
lord's  at  all,  farmer. 

Giles.  Nay,  I  only  did  as  I  was  defired Mailer 

Fairfield  bid  me  tell  you  moreover,  as  how  he  wou'd 
have  you  go  up  to  my  lord  out  of  hand,  and  thank 
him. 

Ralph.  So  me  ought;  and  take  off  thofe  cloaths,  and 
put  on  what's  more  becoming  her  fiction  ;  you  know 
my  father  fpoke  to  you  of  that  this  morning  too- 

Patty.  Brother,  I  mall  obey  my  father. 

Lye  ft  ill  my  heart ;  oh  !  fatal  ft  roke, 
'That  kills  at  once  my  hopes  and  me* 

Giles.       MifsPat! 

Patty.  What  ? 

Giles.        •  Nay,  I  only  fpoke  : 

Ralph*  Take  courage,  mon,  Jhe  does  but  joke. 
Come,  Sujter,  fomewhAt  kinder  be* 

Fanny,     This  is  a  thing  the  mo  ft  cddeft, 

Some  folks  arefo  plaguily  modeft , 


t.Giles  ^  ' 
L- 
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f  Were  we  in  the  cafe, 
Ral.  Fan.  <  To  be  in  their place, 

£  We* d  carry  it  eft  with  a  different  face* 

Giles.       7 bus  I  take  her  by  the  lilly  hand. 
So  f  oft  and  white. 

Ralph.      •  Why  now  that's  right  ; 

And  kijs  her  too,  mon,  new  ft  and. 

'What  words  can  explain 
My  plcafure — my  pain  ? 
Pat. G lies.  ^       //  prcfle s,  it  rifes, 

j  heart  it  furprJfes, 
I  cant  keep  it  down,  tho*  Vd  ttrver  fo  fain. 

Fanny.  So  here  the  play  ends, 

'The  lovt  rs  are  friends  ; 
Ralph.     Hujb! 
Fanny.          •  •     7///£  / 

Giles. Nab  / 

Patty. PJha  / 

All.  What  tcrnient^  exceeding,  what  joy t  art  al we % 

The  paint  atid  the  plec/ures  that  wait  upen  Ivut* 

The  End  of  the  Firft  A^. 


ACT     II.         SCENE      I. 

A  marble  portico,  ornamented  with  ftaluet,    which 
from  Lord  Aimv/orth's  houfe  \  two  chairs  near  the  front. 

Enter  Lord  AIM  WORTH  reading. 

JN  how  contemptible  a  light  would  the  fituation  I  am 
now  in  fhew  me  to  moft  of  the  fine  men  of  the  pre- 
fent  age  ?  In  love  with  a  couatry  girl  ;  rivalled  by  a 
poor  fellow,  one  of  my  meaneft  tenants,  and  uneafy  at 
it !  If  I  had  a  mind  toi  her»  I  know  they  would  tell  me, 
I  ought  to  have  taken  care  to  make  myfelf  eafy  long  ago, 
when  I  had  her  in  my  power.  Bat  I  have  the  teiHmGny 

of 
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of  my  own  heart  in  my  favour  ;  and  I  think,  was  it  to 
do  again,  I  mould  aft  as  I  have  done.  Let's  fee,  what 
we  have  here  ?  perhaps  a  book  may  compofe  my 
thoughts;  \reads  and  throws  the  booka^af\  it's  to  no  pur- 
pcfe,  I  can't  read,  I  can't  think,  I  can't  do  any  thing  ^ 

A    I    R. 

Ah  /  bow  vainly  mortals  treafure 
Hopes  of  happinzfs  and  pleafure^ 
Hard  and'  doubtful  to  obtain  ; 
jBy  what  ftar.dards  falfe  <we  meafure  : 
Still  purfuing 
Ways  to  ruin, 
Seeking  cliff,  and  finding  pain. 

S  C  E  N  E     II. 

Lord  AIMWORTH,  PATTY. 

Patty.  Now  comes  the  trial  :  no,  my  fentence  is  al 
ready  pronounc'd,  and  I  will  meet  my  fate  with  prvu 
dence  and  refolution. 

L.  Aim.  Who's  there  ? 

Patty.  My  lord  ! 

L.  Aim.  Patty  Falrfield  ! 

Patty.  I  humbly  beg  pardon,  my  lord,  for  preflmg  fa 
abruptly  into  your  prefence  ;  but  I  was  told  I  might 
walk  this  way  ;  and  I  am  come  by  my  father's  com 
mands  to  thank  your  lordfhip  for  all  your  favours. 

L.  Aim.  Favours,  Patty  ?  what  favours  ?  I  have  done 
you  none  :  but  why  this  metamorphofis  ?  I  proteft,  if 
you  had  not  fpoke,  I  mould  not  have  known  you  ;  I 
never  faw  you  wear  fuch  cloaths  as  thefe  in  my  mother's 
life-time. 

Patty.  No,  my  lord,  it  was  her  ladyfhip's  pleafure  I 
mould  wear  better,  and  therefore  I  obeyed  ;  but  it  is 
now  my  duty  to  drefs  in  a  manner  more  fuitable  to  my 
ftation,  and  future  profpe&s  in  life. 

L.  Aim.  I  am  afraid,  Patty,  you  are  too  humble 

come  fit  down — nay,  I  will  have  it  fo. — What  is  it  I 
have  been  told  to-day,  Patty  ?  It  feems  you  are  going 
to  be  married. 

Patty*  Yes,  my  lord. 

L.  Aim. 
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L.  Jim.  Well,  and  don't  you  think  you  could  have 
made  a  better  choice  than  farmer  Giles  ?  I  Ihould  ima 
gine  your  perfon,  your  accomplifhments,  might  have 
intitled  you  to  look  higher. 

Petty,  Your  lordfhip  is  pleafed  to  over-rate  my  little 
merit :  the  education  I  received  in  your  family,  does  not 
intitle  me  to  forget  my  origin  ;  and  the  farmer  is  ray 
exjual. 

L.  Aim.  In  what  refpeft  ?  The  degrees  of  rank  and 
fortune,  my  dear  Patty,  are  arbitrary  diftinctions,  un 
worthy  the  regard  of  thofe  who  confider  juftly  ;  the  true 
ftandard  of  equality  is  feated  in  the  mind:  thofe  who 
think  nobly  arc  noble, 

Patty.  The  farmer,  my  lord,  is  a  very  honeft  man. 

L.  Aim.  So  he  may :  I  don't  fuppofe  he  would  break 
into  a  houfe,  or  commit  a  robbery  on  the  highway : 
what  do  you  tell  me  of  his  honefty  for? 

Patty.   I  did  not  mean  to  offend  your  lordmip. 

L.  Aim.  Offend!  I  am  not  offended,   Patty;   not  at 

all  offended But  is  there  any  great  merit  in  a  man's 

being  honeil? 

Patty.  I  don't  fay  there  is,  my  lord. 

L.  Aim.  The  farmer  is  an  ill-bred,  illiterate  booby; 
and  what  happinefs  can  you  propofe  to  yourfelf  in  fuck 

a  fociety? Then,   as  to  his  perfon,  I  am  fure — But 

perhaps,  Patty,  you  like  him ;  and  if  fo,  I  am  doing 
a  wrong  thing. 

Putty.  Upon  my  word,  my  lord 

L.  Aim.  Nay,  I  fee  you  do:  he  has  had  the  good  for 
tune  to  pleafe  you ;  and  in  that  cafe,  you  are  certainly 
in  the  right  to  follow  your  inclinations. — I  muft  tell  you 
one  thing  Patty,  however— 1  hope  you  won't  think  it 

unfriendly  of  me But  I  am  determined  farmer  Giles 

mall  not  itay  a  moment  on  my  eftate,  after  next  quar 
ter-day. 

Patty.  I  hope,  my  lord,  he  has  not  incurred  your 
difpleafure 

L.  Aim  That's  of  no  fignification. — Could  I  £nd  as 

many  good  qualities  in  him  as  you  do,   perhaps— * 

But  'tis  enough,  he's  a  fellow  I  don't  like;  and  as  you 
have  a  regard  for  him,  I  would  have  you  advife  him  to 
provide  himfclf. 

Patty. 
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Patty.  My  lord,  I  am  very  unfortunate. 

L.  Aim.  She  loves  him,  'tis  plain Come,  Patty, 

don't  cry  ;   I  would  not  willingly  do  any  thing  to  make 
you  uneafy. — Have  you  fecn   Mifs   Sycamore  yet? — I, 
fuppofe  you  know  fhe  and  I  are  going  to  be  married. 

Patty.  So  I  hear,  my  lord. Heaven  make  you 

both  happy ! 

L.  Aim.  Thank  you,  Patty;  I  hope  we  mall  be 
happy, 

Patty.  Upon  my  knees,  upon  my  knees  I  pray  it : 
may  every  earthly  blifs  attend  you  !  may  your  days  prove 
an  uninterrupted  courfe  of  delightful  tranquility ;  and 
your  mutual  friendship,  confidence  and  love,  end  but 
with  your  lives ! 

L.  Aim.  Rife,  Patty,  rife;  fay  no  more — I  fuppofe 
you'll  wait  upon  Mifs  Sycamore  before  you  go  away — 
at  prefent  I  have  a  little  bufmefs— — As  I  faid  Patty, 
don't  affiicl  yourfelf :  I  have  been  fomewhat  hafty  with 
regard  to  the  farmer;  but  fince  I  fee  how  deeply  you 
are  interefted  in  his  afrairs,  I  may  poflibly  alter  my 

defigns  with  regard  to  him You  know — You  know, 

Patty,  your  marriage  with  him  is  no  concern  of  mina — I 
only  fpeak 

AIR. 

My  paj/ton  in  <vain  I  attempt  to  dij/emble  ; 

TJi  endeavour  to  hide  ity  but  makes  it  appear  : 
Enraptured  I  gaze  ;  ivbin  I  touch  her  I  tremble ', 

And  J peak  to  and hear her ',  with  fait"1  ring  and  fear, 

By  ho<w  many  cruel  ideas  tormented  ! 

My  Hood's  fn  ajerment  •  it  J freezes ,  it  burns  : 
*This  moment  I  nvijh,  what  the  next  is  repented ; 

While  love,  rage,  andjealoujy,  rack  me  by  turns* 

SCENE     III. 
PATTY,     GILES. 

Giles.  Mifs  Pat — Odd  rabit  it,  I  thought  his  honour 

was  here  ;  and  I  wifh  I   may  die   if  my   heart  did  not 

jump  into  my  mouth — Come,  come  down  in  all  hade, 

there's  fuch  rig  below  as  you  never  knew  in  your  born 

'  da>s.  fatty. 
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'<  Patty.  Rig! 

"  Giles.  Ay,  and  fan  " — There's  as  good  as  forty  of 
the  tenants,  men  and  maidens,  have  got  upon  the  lawn 
before  the  callle,  with  pipers  and  garlands ;  jufl  for  al! 
the  world  as  tho'f  it  was  May-day  ;  and  the  quality's 
looking  at  them  out  of  the  windows — 'Tis  as  true  as  any 
thing  ;  on  account  of  my  lord's  coming  home  with  his 

new  lady «'  Look  here,  I  have  brought  a  firing  of 

"  flowers  along  with  me." 

Patty.  Well,  and  what  then  ? 

Giles.  Why  I  v  as  thinking,  if  fo  be  as  you  would 
come  down,  as  we  might  take  a  dance  together  :  little 
Sal,  farmer  Harrow's  daughter,  of  the  Green,  would 
fain  have  had  me  for  a  partner  ;  but  I  faid  as  how  I'd  go 
for  one  I  liked  better,  one  that  I'd  make  a  partner  lot 
life. 

Patty.  Did  you  fay  fo  ? 

Giles.  Yes,  and  me  was  ftruck  all  of  a  heap fhe 

had  not  a  word  to  throw  to  a  dog — for  Sal  and  I  kepi 
company  once  for  a  little  bit 

Patty.  Farmer,  I  am  going  to  fay  fomething  to  you, 
and  I  defire  you  will  liften  to  it  attentively.  It  items  )ou 
think  of  our  being  married  together. 

Giles.  Think,  why  I  think  of  nothing  elfe  ;  it's  all 
t)ver  the  place  mun,  a3  how  you  are  to  be  my  fpoufe  ; 
and  you  would  not  believe  what  game  folks  make  of 
me. 

Patty.  Shall  I  talk  to  you  like  a  friend,  farmer 

You  and  I  were  never  defigned  for  one  another  ;  and  I 
am  morally  certain  we  mould  not  be  happy- 

Giles.  Oh  !  as  for  that  matter,  I  never  has  no  words 
with  nobody. 

Patty.  Shall  I  fpeak  plainer  to  you  then— I  don't  like 
you. 

Giles.  No! 

Patty.  On  the  contrary,  you  are  difagreeable  to  me — 

Giles.  Am  I  ! 

Patty.  Yes,  of  all  things :  I  deal  with  you   fmcerely. 

Giles.  Why,  1  thought,  Mifs  Pat,  the  atfair  between 
you  and  I  was  all  fix'd  and  fettled. 

Patty.  Well,  let  this  undeceive  you— Be  aflured  we 
fha-ll  never  be  man  and  wife.  No  offer  ihall  perfuade, 

D  110 
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no  command  force  me. — .You  know  my  mind,  make  your 
advantage  of  it. 

A     I     R. 

;Was  Ifure  a  life  to  lead, 

Wretched  as  the  vileft  ft  five, 

Every  hardjhip  would  I  brave  \ 
Rudeft  toil,  fevereft  need ; 

Ere  yield  my  hand  fo  coolly, 

To  the  man  'who  never  truly, 
Could  my  heart  in  keeping  have. 

•  Wealth  fwith  others  fuccefs  will  injure  you, 
Where  your  nuit  and  your  per f on  may  pie  a  ft  \ 

'Take  to  them  your  love,  I  conjure  you, 
And  in  mercy  fet  me  at  eajfe. 

SCENE      IV. 

GILES. 

Here's  a  turn  ;  I  don't  know  what  to  make  of  it :  flic's 
gone   mad,    that's   for   fartin  ;    wit  and   learning  have 

crack'd  her  brain Poor  foul,  poor  foul It  is  often 

the  cafe  of  thofe  who  have  too  much  of  them. — Lord, 
Lord,  hew  ,forry  I  be — But  hold,  me  fays  I  baint  to 
her  mind — mayn't  all  this  be  the  efFecl  of  modifh  coy- 
nefs,  to  do >}ike  .the  gentlewomen,  becaufe  fhe  was  bred 
among  them.?  And  I  have  heard  fay,  they  will  be  upon 
their  vixen  tricks,  till  they  go  into  the  very  church  with 
a  man.—  Icod  there's  nothing  more  likelier  ;  for  it  is  the 
cry  of  one  and  all,  that  fhe's  the  moral  of  a  lady  in 
every  thing  :  and  our  farmer's  daughters,  for  the  matter 
of  that,  tho'f  they  have  nothing  to  boaft  of  but  a  fcrap 
of  red  ribbon  about  their  hats,  will  have  as  many  turn 
ings  and  windings  as  a  hare,  before  one  can  lay  a  faft 
hold  of  them. — There  can  no  harm  come  of  fpeaking 
with  mailer  Fan-field,  however. — Odd  rabbit  it,  how 
plaguy  tart  fhe  was — I  am  half  vext  with  myfelf  now 
that  I  let  her  go  ofF  fo. 

A    I    R. 


A     C  O  M  I  C     O  P  E  R  A. 
A    I     R. 

When  a  maid,  in  way  of  marriage, 

Fir/}  is  courted  by  a  mat:, 

Ltt  'un  do  the  bcji  be  can, 
She's  fo  flame  -fac'd  in  her  carriage, 

'Tis  ~v:tb  plain  the  fuit's  Icgan.    - 

Tbo'f  mayhap  Jhe  likes  him  mainly  , 
Still  Jhr  J.karns  it  coy  and  cold  ; 

¥c.T.rin%  to  confefs  it  plainly, 

Left  the  folks  Jhonld  think  her  bold, 

Hut  tbe  par/on  comes  injtgbt, 
(,i  its  the  word  to  bill  tvtd  coo  ; 

'T/s  a  different  ft  ory  quite; 
And  Jhe  quickly  buckles  toff.  • 

SCENE       V. 


to  a  view  of  Lord  AIM  WORTH'/  hcufe,  .and  im 
provements  ;  a  feat  under  a  tree,  and  part  of  the  garden 
wall,  with  aChinefe  pa-villion  over  it  ;  federal  country 
people  appear  dancing^  others  looking  on  ;  among  whom 
rfr*,MERViN,  difgutfed)  R  A  L  p  H  ,  FANNY,  and  a  num 
ber  of  gipjies.  After  the  dancers  go  off,  THEODOSI  A 
and  PATTY  enter  through  a  gate  fuppofed  to  have  a  con- 
neflicn  with  the  principal  building. 

Theo.  Well  then,  my  dear  Patty,  you  will  run  away 
from  us  :  but  why  in  fuch  a  hurry,  I  have  a  thoufand 
things  to  fay  to  >ou  ? 

Patty.  I  fhall  do  myfelf  the  honour  to  pay  my  duty  to 
you  fome  other  time,  madam  ;  at  prefcnt  I  really  find 
m\felf  a  little  indifpofed. 

Theo.  Nay,  I  would  by  no  means  la.y  you  under  any 
rellraint.  But  methinks  the  entertainment  we  have  jult 
been  taking  part  of,  mould  have  put  you  into  better 
fpirits  :  J-  am  not  in  an  over-  merry  mood  myfelf,  yet,  I 
iwear,  I  could  not  look  on  the  diverfion  of  thofe  honeft 
folks,  without  feeling  a  certain  gaiete  de  cceur. 

Patty.  Why,  indeed,  mr.dam,  it  had  one  circumftance 
attending  it,  which  is  often  wanting  to  more  polit« 
amufements  ;  that  of  fee.ning  to  give  undifiembled  fa- 
to  thofe  who  were  engaged  m  it. 
D  2 


28        THE   MAID    OF  THE    MILL. 

Tbec.  Oh,  infinite,  infinite  !  to  fee  the  chearful* 
healthy  looking  creatures,  toil  with  fuch  a  good  will  \ 
To  me  there  were  more  genuine  charms  in  their  auk- 
ward  flumping  and  jumping  about,  their  rude  meafures, 
and  homefpun  finery,  than  in  all  the  drefs,  fplendor,  and 
itudied  graces/  of  a  birth-night  ball-room. 

Patty.  Tis  a  very  uncommon  declaration  to  be  made 
by  a  fine  lady,  madam  :  but  certainly,  however  the  artful 
delicacies  of'high  life  may  dazzle  and  furprize,  nature 
has  particular  attractions,,  even  in  a  cottage,  her  moil 
unadorned  Hate,  which  feldom  fails  to  affect  us,  tho'  we 
can  fcarce  give  a  reafon  for  it. 

Tbeo.  But  you  know,  Patty,  I  was  always  a  diffracted 
admirer  of  the  country  ;  no  damfel  in  romance  was  ever 
fonder  of  groves  and  purling  ftreams  :  had  I  been  barn 
in  the  days  of  Arcadia,  with  my  prefent  propenfity,  in- 
itead  of  being  a  fine  lady,  as  you  call  me,  I'mould  cer 
tainly  have  kept  a  flock  of  fheep. 

Patty.  Well,  madam,  you  have  the  fages,  poets  and 
philofophers,  of  all  ages,  to  countenance  your  way  of 
thinking.  . 

V'heo.  And  you,  my  little  philofophical  friend,  don't 
you  think  me  in  the  right  too  ? 

Patty*  Yes  indeed,  madam,  perfectly, 

A    I    R. 

%*r#ft  me,  would  you  tafte  true  p 
Without  mixture,  without  meafure, 
No  where  Jhall  you  find  the  treafure 
Sure  as  in  thefyl-uanfcene: 


,  who,  no  falfe  glare  requiring, 
Nature"1*  rural  fweets  admiring, 
Can,  from  gr  offer  joys,  retiring, 

Seek  thefimjile  a,nd  ferene. 

SCENE      VI. 
THBODCSIA,  MERVIN,  FANNY. 

Mer.  Yonder  fhe  is  feated  ;  and,  to  my  vvim,  moft 
fortunately  alone.     Accoil  her  as  I  denied. 
.  Heigh  i 
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Fanny.  Heaven  blefs  you,  my  fweet  lady blefs 

your  honour's  beautiful  vifage,  and  fend  you  a  good 
hufband,  and  a  great  many  of  them. 

Tkeo.  A  very  comfortable  wilh  upon  my  word  :  who 
are  you,  child? 

Fanny.  A  poor  gipfey,  an'  pleafe  you,  that  goes  about 
begging  from  charitable  gentlemen  and  ladies — If  you 
hiivc  ere  a  coal  or  bit  of  whiting  in  your  pocket,  I'll 
write  you  the  firft  letter  of  your  fweetheart's  name  ;  how 
many  hulbands  you  will  have  ;  and  how  many  children, 
my  lady  :  or,  if  you'll  let  me  look  at  your  line  of  life, 
I'll  tell  you  whether  it  will  be  long  or  mort,  happy  or 
miferable. 

Theo.  Oh  !  as  for  that,  I  know  it  already— you  can 
not  tell  me  any  good  fortune,  and  therefore  I'll  hear 
none.  Go  about  your  bufmefs, 

Mer.  Stay,  madam,  itay,  [Pretending  to  lift -a  paper 
from  the  ground]  you  have  dropt  fome thing— Fan,  call 
the  young  gentlewoman  back. 

Fanny.  Lady,  you  have  loft 

Theo.  Pho,  pho,'  I  have  loll  nothi-ng. 

Mer.  Yes,  that  paper,  lady ;  you  dropt  it  as  you  got 
up  from  the  chair.-^-Fan,  -give  it  to  her  honour. 

Tbeo.  A  letter  with  myaddrefs  ! — [Takes  the  paper  and 
reads}  "  Dear  Theodofia  1  Though  the  fight  of  me  was 

fo  difagreeable' to  you,  that  you  charged  me  never  to 

approach  you  more,  I  hope  my  hand -writing  canhav'e 

nothing  to  frighren  or  difguft  you.     I  am  not  far  off; 

and   the  perfon  who  delivers  you  this,  can  give  you 

intelligence," Come  hither,  child  :  do  you  know 

any  thing  of  the  gentleman  that  wrote  this  ? 

Fanny.  My  lady 

Thto.  Make  hade,  run  this  moment,  bring  me  to  him, 
bring  him  to  me  j  fay  I  wait  with  impatience  ;  tell  him 
I  will  go,  ily  any  where  • 

Mer.  My  life,  my  charmer  !  • 

Thco.  Oh,  Heavens  ! Mr.  Mcrvin  ! 


D  3  SCENE 
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SCENE      VII. 

THEODOSIA,  MERVIN,  SIR  HARRY,   LADY   SYCA 
MORE,  FANNY,  GIPSIES. 

La.  Syc.  Sir  Harry,  don't  walk  fo  faft,  we  are  not 
running  for  a  wager. 

Sir  nor,  Hough,  hough,  hough. 

La.  Syc.  Hey  day,  you  have  got  a  cough ;  I  lhall  have 
you  laid  upon  my  hands  prefently. 

Sir  Har.  No,  no,  my  lady,  it's  only  the  old  affair. 

La.  Syc.  Come  here,  and  let  me  t\e  this  handkerchief 
about  your  neck  ;  you  have  put  yourfelf  into  a  muck^ 
fweat  already.  [Tits  a  handkerchief  about  his  neck.~\  Have 
you  taken  your  Bardana  this  morning  ?  I  warrant  you 
know  now,  though  you  have  been  complaining  of 
twitches  two  or  three  times  ;  and  you  know  the  gouty 
ieafon  is  coming  on.  Why  will  you  be  fo  neglectful  of 
your  health,  Sir  Harry  ?  I  proteft  I  am  forced  to  watch 
you  like  an  infant. 

Sir  Har.  My  lovey  takes  care  of  me,  and  I  am  obliged 
to  her. 

La.  Syc.  Well,  but  you  ought  to  mind  me  then,  fmce' 
you  are  fatisfied  I  never  fpeak  but  for  your  good. — I 
thought,  Mifs  Sycamore,  you  were  to  have  followed 

your  papa  and  me  into  the  garden How  far  did  you 

go  with  that  wench  ? 

Theo.  They  are  gipfies,  madam,  they  fay.  Indeed  I 
don't  know  what  they  are. 

La.  Syc.  I  wifli,  mifs,  you  would  learn  to  give  a  ra 
tional  anfwer. 

Sir  Har.  Eh  !  what's  that  ?  gipfies  !  Have  we  gipfies 
here  !  Vagrants,  that  pretend  to  a  knowledge  of  future 
events;  diviners,  fortune-tellers? 

Fanny.  Yes,  your  worfhip,  we'll  tell  your  fortune,  or 
her  lad>mip's,  for  a  crum  of  bread,  or  a  little  broken 
victuals  :  what  you  throw  to  your  dogs,  an  pleafe  you. 
Sir  Har.  Broken  victuals,  huffey  !  How  do  you  think 

we  mould  have  broken  victuals  ? If  we  are  at  home, 

indeed,  perhaps  you  might  get  fome  fuch  thing  from  the 
took  :  but  here  we  are  only  on  a  vifit  to  a  friend's  houfe, 
and  have  nothing  to  do  with  the  kitchen  at  all. 

La. 
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La  Syc.  And  do  you  think,  Sir  Harry,  it  is  neccflary 
to  give  the  creature  an  account. 

Sir  Har.  No,'  love,  no  ;  but  what  can  you  fay  to  ob- 

ftinate  people  r Get  you1  gone,  bold  face 1  once 

knew  a  merchant's  wife  in  the  city,  my  lady,  who  had 
her  fortune  told  by  fome  of  thole  gipfies.  They  faid 
fhe  Ihould  die  at  fuch  a  time  ;  and  I  warrant,  as  fure  as 
the  day  came,  the  poor  gentlewoman  actually  died  with 

the  conceit. Come,  Dolly,  your  mama  and  I  ar&- 

going  to  take  a  walk My  lady,    will  you  have 

hold  of  my  arm  ? 

La  Syc.  No,  Sir  Harry,  I  choofe  to  go  by  myfelf. 

Mer.   Now,  love,  ailiit   me Burning  to  the  gipfees.] 

Follow,  and  take  all  >our  cues  from  me Nay,  but" 

good  lady  and  gentleman,  you  won't  go  without  remem 
bering  the  poor  gipfies. 

Sir  Har.  Hey  !  here  is  all  the  gang  after  us. 

dp.  Pray,  your  noble  honour. 

La.  Syc.  Come  back  into  the  garden  ;  we  fhall  be  co 
vered  with  vermin. 

Gip.  Out  of  the  bowels  of  your  commiferation. 

La.  Syc  They  pfefs  upon  us  more  and  more  ;  yet 
that  girl  has  no  mind  to  leave  thtm  :  I  fhall  fwoon 
away. 

Sir  Har.  Don't  be  frighten'd,  my  lady  ;  let  me  ad 
vance. 

A    I     R. 

You  vile  pack  of 'vagabonds ,  what  Jo  ye  mean  f 

I'll  maul  you,  rafcallions, 

ICe  tatter-demallions — 
If  one  of  them  comes  within  reach  of  my  cane. 

Such  curfed  ajurancet 

*Tis  paft  all  endurance. 
Nay,  nay,  pray  come  anuay. 

They're  lyars  and  thieves, 

And  he  that  believes 
Their  fool ijk  predicTions, 
Will  find  them  but  fittions, 

A  bubblt  that  always  dec  dirts, 

SCENE 
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SCENE      VIII. 
MERVIN,  THEODOSIA,  FANNY,  GIPSIES.   • 

Fanny.  Oh  !  mercy,  deaf1— The  gentleman  is  fo  bold, 
'tis  well  if  he  dees  not  brir.ep  us  into  trouble.  Who 
knows  but  this  may  be  a  jullice  of  peace  !  and  fee,  he's 
following  them  into  the~  garden  ! 

ij}  Gip.  Well,  'tis  all  your  feekingy  Fan.   • 

Fanny.  We  fhall  have  warrants  to  take  us  up,  I'll  be 
hang'd  elfev  We  had  better  run  away, 'the  fervants  will 
come  out  with  flicks  to- lick  us. 

Mer.  "Cur-fed  ill  fortune — [Here  Mer<vin  returns  with 
gipfies.~\ — She's  gone,  and,  perhaps,  I  ihall  not  have 
another  opportunity — And  you,  ye  blundering  block 
head,  I  won't  give  you  a  halfpenny Why  did  you 

not  clap  too  the  garden  door,  wncn  I  called  to  you,  be 
fore- the  young  lady  got  in  ?  The  key  was  on  the  out- 
fide,  which  would  have  given  me  forne  time  for  an  ex 
planation. 

~zd  Gip.   An  pleafe  your  honour  I  was  dubus. 

Mer.  Dubus !  plague  choak  ye However,  it  is 

fome  fatisfa&ion  that  I  have  been  able  to  let  her  fee  me, 

and  know  where  I  am   [Turning  to  the  gipfa's,  who  go  ojf.] 

Go,  get  you  gone,  all  of  you,  about  your  buiinefs. 

Theo.  Difappeared,  fled  !  \TheodoJia  appears  in  the  pa- 
<vilion\  —  Oh,  how  unlucky  this  is  ! — Could  he  not  have 
patience  to  wait  a  moment  ? 

Mer.  I  know  not  what  to  refolve  on. 

The*.  Hem  ! 

Mer.  I'll  go  back  to  the  garden-door. 

Theo.   Mr.  Mervin  ! 

Mer.  What  do  T  fee  !-r— 'Tis  {he,  'tis  .(he  herfelf !— - 

Oh,  Theodofia  ! Shall  I  climb  the  wall  and  come 

up  to  you  ? 

Theo.  No  ;  fpeak  foftly  :  Sif  Harry  and  my  Lady  fit 
below  at  the  end  of  the  walk — How  m-uch  am  I  obliged  to 
you  for  taking  this  trouble.. 

Mer.  When  their  happinefs  is  at  flake,  what  is  it  men 
will  not  attempt  ?—  Say  but  you  love  me. 

Theo.  What  proof  would  you  have  me  give  you  ? — I 
know  but  of  one  :  if  you  pleafe  I  am  willing  to  go  off 
with  vou. 

Mer. 
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filer*  Are  you  ! — Would  to  Heaven  I  had  brought  a 
carriage  I 

Tbeo.  How  did  you  come  ? — Have  you  not  horfes  ? 

Mer.  No;  there's  another  misfortune. To  avoid 

fufpicion,  there  being  but  one  little  public-houfe  in  the 
village,  I  difpntched  my  fervant  with  them,  about  aa 
hour  ago,  to  wait  for  me  at  a  town  twelve  miles  ditiant, 
whither  1  pretended  to  go  ;  but  alighting  a  mile  off,  I 
equipt  myfelf,  and  came  back  as  you  fee  :  neither  can 
we,  nearer  than  this  town,  get  a  pofl-chaife. 

Tbeo.  You  fay  you  have  made  a  confidant  of  the  mil 
ler's  fon  : — return  to  your  place  of  rendezvous  :  • 
my  father  has  been  alked  this  moment,  by  Lord  Aim- 
wrrth,  who  is  in  the  garden,  to  take  a  walk  with  him 
•down  to  the  mill  :  they  will  go  before  dinner;  and  it 
(hall  be  hard  if  I  cannot  contrive  to  be  one  of  the  com 
pany. 

Mer.  And  what  then— — — 

Tbeo.  Why,  in  the  mean  time,  you  may  devife  fome 
method  to  carry  me  from  hence  :  and  I'll  take  care  you. 
/hall  have  an  opportunity  of  communicating  it  to  me. 

Mer.  Well,  but  dear  Theodofia 

AIR. 

X 

Theo.         Hijt,  hi  ft  !  I  bear  my  mother  call 

Prythee  be  gone ; 

We'll  meet  anon  : 

Catch  this,  and  this  — — 

Blow  me  a  kifs. 
In  pledge  promised  truth,  that's  all. 

Fare-ive/I ! and  yet  a  moment  flay  ; 

Something  bejide  I  had  to  fay  : 

Well,   'tis  forgot-, 

No  matter  what  • 

Love  grant  us  grace  ; 

The  milVs  the  place  : 
SJye  calls  again,  /  mujl  away* 
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SCENE     IX. 
MERVIN,    FANNY. 

Fan.  Pleafe  your  honour,,  you  were  fo  kind  as  to  . 
y.ou  would  remember  my  fellow-travellers  for  their  trou 
ble  :  and  they  think. I  have  gotten  the  money. 

Mer.  Oh,  here;  give  them  this  —  [Gives  he.r  money  ^\ 
And  for  you,  my  dear  little  pilot,  you-  have-  brought  me 
fo  cleverly  through  my  bufmefc.  that  I  muft — 

Fan.   Oh,  Lord  ! — your  honour—  [Merlin  kijfres  her  ]  ; 
Pray  don't— — -kifs  me  again. 

Mer.  Again,  and  again. — -. There's  a  thought  come  • 

into   my  head. — Theodofia  will  certainly  have  no  ob- 
jeftion  to  putting  on  the.  drefs  of  a  .fifter  of  mine. — So, . 
and  fo  only,  we  may  efcape  to-night. — This  girl,   for  a  . 
little  money,  will  provide  us  with  neceffaries. 

Fan.  Dear  gracious,!  I  warrant  you,  now,  I  am  as 
red  as  my  petticoat.:  why, would  you  royfier  and  touzle 

one  fo?- If  Ralph  was  to  fee  you,  he'd  be  as  jealous 

as  the  vengeance. . 

Mer.  Hapg  Ralph  !  Never  mind  him.— There's  a  gui 
nea  for  thee., 

Fan,  What,  a  golden  guinea  ?•  • 

Mer.  Yes ;  and  if  thou  art  a  good  girl,  and,  do  as  I* 
defire  thee,  thou  fhalt  have  twenty* 

Fan.  Ay,  but  not  all  gold. 

Mer.  As  good  as  that  is. 

Fan.  Shall  I  though,  if  I  does  as  you  bids  me  ? 

Mer.  You  mall. 

Fan.  Precious  heart !  He's  afweet  gentleman  !— Icod 
I  have  a  great  mind 

Mer.  What  art  thou  thinking  about  ? 

Fan.  Thinking,  your  honour  ? — Ha,  .ha,  ha  ! 

Mer.  Indeed,  fo  merry. 

Fan.  I  don't  know  what  I  am  thinking  about,  not  I— 
Ha,  ha,  ha! — Twenty  guineas  J 

Mer.  I  tell  the.e  thou  fhalt  have  them, 

Fan.  Ha,   ha,  ha,  ha,   ha  ! 

Mer.  By-Heaven  I  am  ferious. 

Fan.  Ha,  ha,  ha  ! — Why  then  I'll  do  whatever  your  1 
:r  pleafes.. 
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Mer.  Stay  here  a  little,  to  fee  that  all  keeps  quiet: 
you'll  find  me  preieatl/  at  the  mill,  where  we'll  talk 
farther. 

A     I     R. 

1'fs,   'tis  decreed,  thou  maid  divine  ! 

I  mitfty  I  will  pojjefs  thee  : 
Ob,  what  delight  within  my  arms  to  prefs  tbet  ! 

To  kifs,  and  call  tbee  mine  ! 
Let  me  this  only  blif$  enjoy  ; 
That  ne'er  can  -Mzfte,  that  ne"*er  can  cloy  : 
All  other  pleufures  I  refign. 

Why  /hould  we  dally  ; 

Stand  Jhilli  fially  : 
Let  fortune  J mil f.  or  froiun.? 

Lc<ve  *will  attend  us  ; 

Love  will  befriend  us  j 
And  all  our  ikifoes  crcivn. 

SCENE    :x. 

F  A   N   N  .Y,    !R  A   L  p  «. 

:Fan.  What  a  de.ir  kind  fou'l  he  is  —  Here  comes 
'Ralph — 1  can  tell 'him,  unlefs  he  makes  me  his  lawful 
wife,  as  he  has  often  faid  he  woukj,  the  devil  a  word 
more  mail  he  fpeak  to  me. 

Ralph.  So,  Fan,  where's  the  gentleman  ? 

Fan.  How  mould  1  .know  where  he  is  ;  what  do  you 
aflc  me  for? 

Ralph.  There's  no  harm  in  putting  a  civil  queftion, 
be  there.?  Why  you  look  as  crofs  and  ill-natured 

Fan.  Well,  mayhap  J  do — and  mayhap  1  have  where 
withal  for  it. 

.Ralph.  Why,  has  the  gentleman  offered  any  thing  un 
civil  ?  Ecod,  Pd  try  a  bout  as  foon  as  look  at  him. 

Fan.  He  offer — no — he's  a  gentleman  every  inch  of 
him  :  but  you  are  fenfible,  Ralph,  you  have  been  pro- 
mifing  me,  a  great  while,  this,  and  that,  and  t'other  ; 
and,  when  all  comes  to  all,  I  don't  fee  but  you  are  like 
the  reft  of  them. 

Ralph. 
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Ralph.  Why,  what  is  it  I  have  promifed  ? 

Fan.  To  marry  me  in  the  church,  you  have  a  hundred 
'times. 

Ralph.  Well,  and  mayhap  I  will,  if  you'll  have  pa 
tience. 

Fan.  Patience,  me  no  patience ;  you  may  do  it  now 
if  you  pleafe. 

Ralph.  Well,  but  fuppofe  1  don't  pleafe  ?  I  tell  you* 
Fan,  you're  a  fool,  and  want  to  quarrel  with  your  bread 
and  butter  ;  I  have  had  anger  enow  from  feyther  already 
upon  your  account,  and  you  want  me  to  come  by  more. 
As  I  faid,  if  you  have  patience,  mayhap  things  may  fall 
out,  and  mayhap  not. 

Fan.  With  all  my  heart,  then  ;  and  now  I  know  your 
jnind,  you  may  go  hang  yourfelf. 

-Ralph    Ay,  ay. 

Fan.  Yes,  you  may — who  cares  for  you  ? 

Ralph.  Well,  and  who  cares  for  you,  an  you  go  to 
that  ? 

Fan,  A  menial  feller— Go  mind  your  mill  and  your 
•drudgery  j  I  don't  think  you  worthy  to  wipe  my  ihoes 
— feller. 

Ralph.  Nay,  but  Fan,  keep  a  civil  tongue  in  your 
head  :  odds  flefh  !  I  would  fain  know  what  fly  bites  all 
of  a  fudden.now. 

Fan.  Marry  come  up,  the  befl  gentlemen's  fons  in 
the  country  have  made  me  proffers  ;  and  if  one  is  a 
mifs,  be  a  mifs  to  a  gentleman,  I  fav,  that  will  give  one 
fine  cloaths,  and  take  one  to  fee  the  mow,  and  put  mo 
ney  in  one's  pocket. 

Ralph.  Whu,  whu— (hits  him  a  flap)  /What's  that  for  ? 

Fan.  What  do  you  whiitle  for,  then  ?  Do  you  think 
I  am  a  dog  ? 

Ralph.  Never  from  me,  Fan,  if  I  have  not  a  mind  to 
give  }ou,  with  this  f witch  in  my  hand  here,  as  good  a 
lacing 

Fan.  Touch  me,  if  you  dare  ;  touch  me,  and  1*11 
fwear  my  life  againft  you. 

fialph.  A  murrain  l^with  her  damn'd  little  fifl  as  hard 
as  (he  could  draw. 

Fan.  Well,  it's  good  enough  for  you  ;  I'm  not  ne- 
ceffitated  to  take  up  with  the  impudence  of  fuch  a  low 
lived 


A     C  O  M   I  C     O  P  E  R  A.  37 

lived  monkey  as  you  are.— -A  gentleman's  my  friend, 
and  I  can  have  twenty  guineas  in  my  hand,  all  as  good 
as  this  is. 

Rulpb.  Belike  from  this  Londoner,  eh  ? 

Fan.  Yes,  from  him — fo  you  may  take  your  promife 
of  marriage  ;  I  don't  value  it  that — (J'pitsJ  and  if  you 
fpeak  to  me,  I'll  flap  your  chops  again. 

AIR. 

Lord)  y/r,  you  feem  rnigbty  uneafy  ; 

But  I  the  refufal  can  bear  : 
I  'warrant  I  Jball  not  run  cra~yt 

No-  die  in  a  Jit  of  defpair. 
Iffoyoufuppcje,  you're  miftaken  ; 

For,  fir,  for  to  let  you  to  Anoiu, 
Pm  not  fitch  a  maiden  f erf a'tcn, 

But  I  have  tivo  firings  to  my 

SCENE      XI. 

RALPH. 

Indeed  !  Now  I'll  be  judg'd  by  any  foul  living  in  the 
world,  if  ever  there  was  a  viler  piece  of  treachery  than 
this  here  ;  there  is  no  fuch  a  thing  as  a  true  friend  upon 
the  face  of  the  globe,  and  fo  I  have  faid  a  hundred 

times  !   A  couple  of  bale  deceitful after  all  my  love 

and  kindnefs  fhewn      Well,  I'll  be  revenged  ;  fee  an  I 

be'nt Marfler  Marvin t,  that's  his  name,  an  he  do 

not  (ham  it  :  he  has  come  here  and  difguifed  unfelf ; 
v/hcreof 'tis  contrary  to  law  foltodo  :  befides,  I  do  partly 
know  why  he  did  it ;  and  I'll  fifh  out  the  whole  conju 
ration,  and. go  tip  to  the  caille  and  tell  every  fy liable  ; 
n  (han't  carry  a  wench  from  me,  were  he  twenty  times 
the  mon  he  is,  and  twenty  times  to  that  again  ;  and 
moreover  than  fo,  the  firll  time  I  meet  un,  I'll  knock  un 
down,  tho'f  'twas  before  my  lord  himfelf  ;  and  he  niuy 
caias-  me  for  it  afterwards  an.  he  wull. 


E  AIR. 
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A    I    R. 

\As  they  count  me  fucb  a  ninny, 

So  to  let  them  rule  the  roaj}  ; 
/'//  bet  any  one  a  guinea 

They  h  aii  e  f cor"  d  without  their  hoft. 
But  if  I  don't  /hew  them  in  lieu  of  it, 
A  trick  that'' s  fairly  worth  two  of  it, 
Then  let  me  pafs  for  a  fool  and  an  afs. 

To  befureyonjly  cajoler 

Thought  the  work  a$  good  as  dqne, 
When  he  found  the  little  ftroller 

Was  fo  eafy  to  be  won* 
But  ifl  dcntjhew  him  in  lieu  of  it, 
A  trick  that 'j 'fairly  worth  two  ofity 
Then  let  me  pafs  for  a  fool  or  an  afs. 

SCENE     XII. 

Changes  to  a  room  in  the  TVf///;  two  Chairs,  with  a  Table 
and  a  Tankard  of  Beer. 

F  AIRFIELD,    GILES. 

Tairf.  In  'ihort,  farmer,  I  don't  k,now  what  to  fay  to 
thee.  I  have  fpoken  to  her  all  I  can  :  but  I  think  chil 
dren  were  born  to  pull  the  grey  hairs  of  their  parents  to 
the  grave  with  forrovv. 

Giles.  Nay,  mailer  Fairfield,  don't  take  on  about  it : 
belike  Mifs  Pat  has  another  love  ;  and  if  fo,  in  Heaven's 
name  be't  :  what's  one  man's  meat,  as  the  faying  is,  is 
another  man's  poifon  ;  and,  thb'f  fome  might  find  me 
well  enough  to  their  fancy,  fet  in  cafe  I  don't  fuit  her's, 
why  there's  no  harm  done. 

>Fairf.  Well  but,  neighbour,  I  have  put  that  to  her  ; 
and  the  ftory  is,  me  has  no  inclination  to  marry  any 
one ;  all  flie  defires,  is,  to  itay  at  home  and  take  care 
of  me. 

Gile-3.  Mailer  Fairfield— here's  towards  your  good 
health. 

Gifa. 
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Fairf.  Thank  thce,  friend  Giles— and  here's  towards 

thine. 1  promife  thee,  had  things  gone  as  we  pro- 

pofed,  thou  fliould'ft  have  had  one  half"  of  what  I  was 
worth,  to  the  uttcrmoft  farthing. 

Giles.  Why  to  be  furc,  Matter  Fail-field,.!  am  not  the 
lefs  obligated  to  your  good-will ;  bur,  as  to  that  matter,. 
'•  married,  it  mould  not  have  been  for  the  lucre  of 
gain  ;  but  if  I  do  like  a  girl,  do  you  fee,  I  do  like  _-cr  ; 
ay,  and  I'll  take  her,  faving  refpevt,  if  me  had.  not  a 
fecoml  petticoat. 

Fairf.  Wcii  faid where  love  is,  with  a  little  in- 

dullry,  what  h*\e  a  young  couple  to  be  afraid  of?  And, 
by  the  Lord  Harry,  for  all  that's  pair,  I  cannot  help 
thinking  we  Ihali  bring  our  matters  to  bear  yet— Young 
women,  you  know,  friend  Giles — 

Giles.  Why,  th.it's  what  1  have  been  thinking  with, 
my  lei  f,  Mailer  Fairfield. 

Fairf.  Come,  then,  mend  thy  draught. — Duce  take 
me  if  i  let  it  drop  fo — But,  in  any  cafe,  don't  you  go 
to  make  ypurfelf  uneafy. 

Giles.  Uneafy,  Mailer  Fairfield  ;  what  good  would: 
that  do  ?  — For  far-ten,  feeing  how  things  were,  I  mould 
have  been  very  glad  they  had  gone  accordingly  :  but  if; 
they  change,  'ti;5  no  fault  of  mine,  you  know. 

AIR. 

Zooks  !  why  foould  I  Jit  down  and  grieve? 

No  cafe  fc  hard,  there  maynt  be  had 
Some  medicine  to  relieve. 

Here* s  fwhat  maflers  all  difafters  : 

With  a  cup  ofnut-bro-~wn  beer, 

'•Thus  my  drooping  thoughts  I  cheer  : 
If  one  pretty  damfei  fail  me. 

From  another  I  may  jind 

Return  more  kind  ; 
What  a  murrain  then  Jhould  ail  me  ! 

All  girls  are  not  of  a  mind* 

Ife's  a  child  that  whimpers  for  a  toy  ; 
So  here's  to  thee,  honefl  loj. 

E  2  SCENE. 


4«>        THE   MAID    OF  THE   MILL. 
SCENE     XIII. 

FAIRFIELD,  LORD  AIMWORTH. 

Fairf.  O  the  goodnefs,  his  IcrdJhip's  honour — you 
are  come  into  a  litter'd  place,  my  noble  fir — the  arm 
chair will  jt  pleafe  your  honour  to  repofe  you  on 

this,  till  a  better 

L.  Aim,   Thank  you,  miller,  there's  no  occa/ion   for 

either. I  only  want  to  fpeak  a  few  words  to  you, 

and  have  company  waiting  for  me  without. 

Fairf.  Without won't  their  honours  favour  my 

poor  hovel  fo  far. 

,  L.  Aim.  No,  miller,  let  them  flay  where  they  are. — I 
hnd  you  are  about  marrying  your  daughter — I  know  the 
great  regard  my  mo-ther  had  for  her  ;  and  am  fatisficd, 
that  nothing  but  her  fudden  death  could  have  prevented 
her  leaving  her  a  handfome  provifion. 

Fairf:  Dear,  my  lord,  your  noble  mother,  you,  arrd 
all  your  family,  have  heaped  favour?  on  favours  on  my 
poor  child. 

L.  Aim.  Whatever  has  been  done  for  her  flie  has  fully 
merited 

Fairf.  Why,  to  be  fure,  my  lord,  lhe  is  a  very  good 
girl. 

L.  Aim.  Poor  old  man — bu,t  thofe  are  tears  of  fatis- 
faftion.-'  ••  ..  Here,  Mafter  Fairfield,  to  bring  matters 
to  a  fhort  cor.clufion,  here  is  a  bill  of  a  thoufand  pounds. 
•  •  Portion  your  daughter  with  what  you  think  con 
venient  of  it. 

Fairf.  A  thoufand  pound,  my  lord  !  Pray  excufe  me  ; 
excufe  me,  worthy  fir;  too  much  has  been  done  already, 
and  we  have  no  pretenfions— — — 

L.  Aim.  I  infill  upon  your  taking  it.  Put  it  up, 

and  fay  no  more. 

Fairf.  Well,  my  lord,  if  it  mult  be  fo  :  but  indeed, 
indeed-  •  • 

L  Aim.  In  this  I  only  fulfil  what  I  am  fatisfied  would 
pleafe  my  mother.  As  to  myfelf, "I  mail  take  upon  me 
all  the  expences  of  Patty's  wedding,  and  have  already 
given  orders  about  it. 

Fairf. 
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Fairf.  Alas,  fir,  you  are  too  good,  too  generous ; 
but  1  fear  we  iliall  not  be  able  to  profit  of  your  kind  in 
tention,  unlefs  you  will  condefcend  to  fpeak  a  little  to 
Patty. 

L.  Aim.  How  fpeak  ! 

Fairf.  Why,  my  lord,  I  thought  we  had  pretty  well 
ordered  all  things  concerning  this  marriage  ;  but  all  on 
a  fudden  the  girl  has  taken  it  into  her  head  not  to  have 
the  farmer,  and  declares  (he  will  never  marry  at  all. — - 
But  I  know,  my  lord,  fhe'll  pay  great  refpeft  to  any 
thing  you  fay  ;  and  if  you'll  but  lay  your  commands  on,: 
her  to  marry  him,  Pm  fure  fhe'll  do  it. 

L.  Aim.  Who,  I  lay  my  commands  on  her  ? 

Fairf.  Yes,  pray,  my  lord,  do;  I'll  fend  her  in  to 
you. 

"  L.  Aim.  Mafter  Fairfield  !    \Fairfield  goes  out  and: 

**  returns.'} — What  can   be  the  meaning  of  this  ?— Re- 

"  fufe  to  marry  tfce  farmer  '.—How,  why  ?— My  heart 

,  "  is  thrown   in   ah  agitation  ;  while  every  ftep  I  take, 

w  ferve-3  but  to  lead  me  into  new  perplexities. 

"  Fairf y  She's  coming,  my  lord  ;  I  faid  you  were- 
"  here  ;"  and  I  humbly  beg  you  will  tell  her,  you  infift 
upon  the  match  going  forward  ;  tell  her,  you  infift  upon 
it,  my  lord,  and  fpeak  a  littlc'angrily  to  her. 

SCENE     XIV. 
Lord  AIMWORTH,  PATTY. 

L.  Aim.  I  came  hither,  Patty,  in  confequence  cf  o«r 
converfation  this  morning,  to  render  vour  change  of 
ftate  as  agreeable  and  happy  as  I  coukl:  but  your  fa 
ther  tells  me,  you  have  fallen  out  with  the  farmer; 
hns  any  thing  happened,  fmce  I  faw  you  laft,  to  alter 
your  good  opinion  of  him  ? 

Patty.  No,  my  terd,  I  am  in  the  fame  opinion  with 
jcgard  to  the  farmer  now  as  I  always  \\*&. 

L.  Aim.  I  thought,  Patty,  you  loved  him,  you  told 
Ttic  • 

Patty.  My  lord ! 

L.  Aim.  Well,  no  matter — It  fcems  I  have  been  roif- 

taken  in  that  particular Pofiibly  your  affections  are 

E  3  engaged 
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engaged  elfewhere:  let  me  but  know  the  man  that  can 
make  you  happy,  and  I  fweav 

Patty.  Indeed,  my  lord,  you  take  too  much  trouble 
upon  my  account. 

L.  Aim.  Perhaps,  Patty,  you  love  fomebody  fo  much 
beneath  you,  you  are  afhamed  to  own  it;  but  your 
eileem  confers  a  value  wherefoever  it  is  placed.  I  was 
too  harm  with  you  this  morning:  our  inclinations  are 
not  in  our  own  power;  they  mailer  the  wifeft  of  us. 

Patty.  Pray,  pray  my  lord,  talk  not  to  me  in  this 
ftile:  confider  me  as  one  deftined  by  birth  and  fortune 
to  the  meaneit  condition  and  offices;  who  has  unhappily 
been  apt  to  imbibe  fentiments  contrary  to  them !  Let  me 
conquer  a  heart,  where  pride  and  vanity  have  ufurped 
an  improper  rule  ;  and  learn  to  know  myfelf,  of  whom 
I  have  been  too  long  ignorant. 

L.  Aim.  Perhaps,  Patty,  you  love  fome  one  fo  much 

above  you,  you  are  afraid  to  own  it If  fo,  be  his 

rank  what  it  will,  he  is  to  be  envied :  for  the  love  of  a 
woman  of  virtue,  beauty,  and  fentiment,  does  honour 

to  a  monarch. What  means  that  downcaft  look, 

thofe  tears,  thofe  bluihes?  Dare  you  not  confide  in  me? 
—Do  you  think,  Patty,  yo.u;have  a  friend  in  the  world 
would  fympathize  with  you  more  fincerely  than  I? 

Patty.  What  mall  I  anfwer ! — No,  my  lord,  you  have 
ever  treated  me  with  a  kindnefs,  a  generofity  of  which 
none  but  minds  like  yours  are  capable :  you  have  been 
my  infti'uclor,  my  advifer,  my  prote&or:  but,  my  lord, 
you  have  been  too  good  :  when  our  fuperiors  forget  the 
diilance  between  us,  we  are  fometimes  led  to  forget  it 
too:  had  you  been  lefs  condefcending,  perhaps  I  had 
been  happier. 

L.  Aim.  And  have  I,  Patty,  have  I  made  you  un 
happy:  I,  who  would  facrifice  my  own  felicity,  to  cure 
your's  ? 

Patty,  I  beg,  my  lord,  you  will  fuffer  me  to  be  gone: 
only  believe  me  fenfible  of  all  your  favours,  though  un 
worthy  of  the  fmalleft. 

L.  Aim.  How  unworthy! — You  merit  every  thing; 
my  refpeft,  my  efteem,  my  friendfhip,  and  my  love  ! — 
Yes,  I  repeat,  I  avow  it:  your  beauty,  your  modefty, 
your  undemanding,  has  made  a  concjueft  of  my  heart. 

But 
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—  But  what  a  world  do  we  live  in  !  that,  while  I  own 
this;  while  I  own  a  paflion  for  you,  founded  OH 
j illicit,  the  nobleft  bafts,  I  mult  at  the  fame  time  con- 
fefs,  the  fear  of  that  world,  its  taunts,  its  reproaches— 
Patty.  Ah,  fir,  think  better  of  the  creature  you  have 
railed,  than  to  fuppofe  I  ever  entertained  a  hope  tend 
ing  to  your  difhonour:  would  th;  t  be  a  return  for  the 
favours  I  have  received  ?  Would  that  be  a  grateful  re 
verence  for  the  memory  of  her Pity  and  pardon 

the  difturbance  of  a  mind  that  fears  to  enquire  too  mi 
nutely  into  its  own  fenfations. J  am  unfortunate. 

my  lord,  but  not  criminal. 

L.  Aim.  Patty,  we  are  both  unfortunate:  for  my  own 
part,  I  know  not  what  to  fay  to  you,  or  what  to  propofe 
to  myfelf. 

Pat.  Then,  my  lord,  'tis  mine  to  aft  as  I  ought : 
yet,  while  I  am  honoured  with  a  place  in  your  efleem, 
imagine  me  not  infenfible  of  fo  high  a  diilinftion ;  or 
capable  of  lightly  turning  my  thought  towards  another. 

L   Aim.  How  cruel  is  my  fituation ! 1  am   here, 

Patty,  to  command  you  to  marry  the  man  who  has  given 
you  fo  much  uneafmefs. 

Pat.  My  lord,  I  am  convinced  it  is  for  your  credit 
and  my  fafety,  it  mould  be  fo:  1  hope  I  have  not  fo 
ill  profited  by  the  lefTons  of  your  noble  mother,  but  I 
Jhall  be  able  to  do  my  duty,  wherever  I  am  called  to  it: 
this  will  be  my  firlt  fupport;  time  .and  reflection  will 
complete  the  work. 

A    I    R. 

Ceafe?  oh  eeafe,  to  overwhelm  me, 

With  excefs  of  bounty  rare ; 
What  am  1?  What  have  IP  Tell  me, 

To  defer>~ve j our  meaneft  care? 
'Gainft  our  fate,  in  vains  refeftancey 

Let  me  then  no  grief  difclcfe ; 
But  refegn'd  at  humble  dijlance. 

Offer  wivs  for  j  cur  rcpcfe. 

SCENE 
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SCENE     XV. 

Lord  AIMWORTH,  PATTY,  Sir  HARRY  SYCAMORE, 
THEODOSIA,  GILES. 

Sir  Har.  Nojuftice  of  peace,  no  bailiffs,  no  head-bo 
rough  ! 

L.  Aim.  What's  the  matter,  Sir  Harry  ? 

Sir  Har.  The  matter,  my  lord — While  I  was  exa 
mining  the  conilru&ion  of  the  mill  without,  for  1  have 
fome  imall  notion  of  mechanics,  Mifs  Sycamore  had  like 
to  have  been  run  away  with  by  a  gipiey  man. 

Theo.  Dear  papa,  how  can  you  talk  To  ?  Did  not  I  tell 
you  it  was  at  my  own  defire  the  poor  fellow  went  to  mew 
me  the  canal. 

Sir  Har.  Hold  your  tongue,  mifs.  I  don't  know  any 
bufmefs  you  had  to  let  him  come  near  you  at  all  :  we 
have  flayed  fo  long  too  ;  your  mama  gave  us  but  half  an 
hour,  and  fhe'll  be  frightened  out  of  her  wits — fhe'lL 
think  fome  accident  has  happened  to  me. 

L.  Aim.  I'll  wait  upon  you  when  you  pleafe. 

Sir  Har.  O  !  but  my  lord,  here's  a  poor  fellow ;  it 
feems  his  mifcrefs  has  conceived  fome  difguft  againft  him  : 
pray  has  her  father  fpoke  to  you  to  interpofe  your  autho 
rity  in  his  behalf? 

Giles.  If  his  lordfhip's  honour  would  be  fo  kind,  If 
would  acknowledge  the  favour  as  far  as  in  me  lay. 

Sir  Har.  Let  me  fpeak— [$T<z/for-  Lord  Aimwortk  ajide\. 
a  word  or  two  in  your  lordfhip's  ear- 

Theo.  Well,  I  do  like  this  gipfey  fcheme  prodigiouily, 
if  we  can  but  put  it  into  execution  as  happily  as  we 
have  contrived  it — [here  Patty  enfers]  So,  my  dear  Patty,, 
you  fee  I  am  come  to  return  your  vifit  very  foon  ;  but 
this  is  only  a  call  en  pctjfant — will  you  be  at  home  after, 
dinner  ? 

Patty.  Certainly,  madam,  whenever  you  condefcend 
to  honour  me  fo  far  :  but  it  is  what  I  cannot  expect, 

9Theo.  O  fye,  why  not  . 

Giles.  Your  fervant,  Mifs  Patty. 

Patty.  Farmer,  your  fervant. 

Sir  Har.  Here,  you  goodman  delver,  I  have  done 
your  bufmefs ;  my  lord  has  ipoke,.  and  ycur  fortune's 

made 
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le  :  a  thoufand  pounds  at  prefent,  and  better  things 
to  come  ;  his  lordihip  fays  he  will  be  your  friend. 

Gilt-s.  I  do  hope,  then,   Mifs  Pat,  will  make  all  up. 

Sir  liar.  Mils  Pat,  make  up  ;  Hand  out  of  the  way, 
I'll  make  it  up. 

The  quarrels  of  lovers,  adds  me  !  they're  ajeft^ 

Come  hither,   ye  blockhead,   come  hither  : 

So  no-iv  let  us  lea-ve  them  together. 
L.  Aim.   Frrewell,  then! 
Patty.                                        •  For  ever  / 
Giles.       __ I  i>orw  and  prateJT^ 

'Tivas  kind  of  his  honour, 

To  gain  thus  upon  her  ; 

Wire  fo  much  beholden  it  cant  le  exprejl . 
Theo.       1 feel fomething  here, 

**<wtixt  hoping  find  fear  .* 

Hafte,  hafte,  friendly  night t 

To  Jhelter  our  fight  — — 

}  dthoufand  diftraflhnt  ar*  rending  my  Irtajl, 

Patty.       Ob  mercy, 

G  iles .       Oh  dear  / 

Sir  Har.  Why  mifs^-willycu  mind wkenyoifrtf poke  totor  noff 

Muft  I  ft  and  in  waiting, 

While  you  re  here  a  prat  ing? 

}  May  ^ryfdicityfall  to  your  lot. 

Giles.       She  curtjics  ! — Look  there, 

What  ajhape,  'what  an  air  ! — 
All.  Hs-iv  happy  !  hc-iv  wretched!  how  tir*d  am  If 

Tour  hrdfiip^s  cbedient ;  your  fervant ;  good  bjt. 


A    C    T 


46        THE   MAID    OF  THE   MILL. 

ACT    III.       SCENE     I. 
*Tke  Portico  to  Lo  R  D  A  i  M  w  o  R  T  H  ' s  Houfe. 

Enter  LORD  AIMWORTH,  SIR  HARRY,  LADY  SYCA 
MORE. 

La.  Syc.    A    Wretch !  a  vile,  inconfiderote  wretch !:  com 
ing  of  fuch  a  race  as  mine  ;  and  having  an 
example  like  me  before  her  ! 

L.  Aim.  I  beg,  madam,  you  will  not  difquiet  your- 
felf:  you  are  told  here,  that  a  gentleman  lately  arrived 
from  London  has  been  about  the  place  to-day ;  that  he 
has  difguifed  himfelf  like  a  gipfey,  came  hither,  and  had 
feme  converfation  with  your  daughter;  you  are  even 
told,  that  there  is  a  defign  formed  for  their  going  off 
together;  but  poffibly  there  may  be  fome  miftake  in  all 
this. 

Sir  Har.  Ay,  but,  rrfy  lord,  the  lad  tells  us  the  gen- 
demand  name :  we  h:tve  feen  the  gipfies ;  and  we  know 
fhe  has  had  a  hankering 

La.  Syc.  Sir  Harry,  my  dear,  why  will  you  put  in 
your  word,  when  you  hear  others  fpeaking — I  proteft, 
my  lord,  I'm  in  fuch  confufion,  I  know  not  what  to  fay  : 
I  can  hardly  fupport  myfelf.—— 

/. .  Aim,  This  gentleman,  it  feems,  is  at  a  little  inn 
at  the  bottom  of  the  hill. 

Sir  Har,  I  wifh  it  was  poflible  to  have  a  file  of  muf- 
queteers,  my  lord  ;  I  could  head  them  myfelf,  being  in 
the  militia  :  and  we  would  go  and  feize  him  directly. 

L.  Aim.  Softly,  my  dear  fir;  let  us  proceed  with  a 
little  lefs  violence  in  this  matter,  I  befeech  you.  We 
Ihould  firft  fee  the  young  lady Where  is  Mifs  Syca 
more,  madam  ? 

La.  Sjc.  Really,  my  lord,  I  don't  know  ;  I  faw  her 
go  into  the  garden  about  a  quarter  of  an  hour  ago,  from 
our  chamber  window. 

Sir  Har-    Into  the  garden  !    perhaps  fhe  has  got  an 
inkling  of  our  being  informed  of  this  affair,  and  is  gone 
to  throw  herfelf  into  the  pond.    Defpair,  my  lord,  makes 
girls  do  terrible  things.     'Twas  but  the  Wednefday  be 
fore 


A     C  O  M  I  C     O  P  E  R  A.  47 

fore  we  left  London,  that  I  faw,  taken  out  of  Rofa- 
mond's  pond,  in  Saint  James's  Park,  as  likely  a  young 
woman  as  ever  you  would  defire  to  fet  your  eyes  on,  in 
a  new  callimancoc  petticoat,  and  a  pair  of  iilver  buckles 
in  her  (hoes. 

L.  Aim.  I  hope  there  is  no  danger  of  any  fuch  fatal 
accident  happening  at  prefent ;  but  you  will  oblige  me, 
Sir  Harry  ? 

Sir  Har.  Surely,  my  lord 

L.  Aim.  Will  you  commit  the  whole  direction  of  this 
affair  to  my  pruder.ce  ? 

Sir  Har.  My  dear,  you  hear  what  his  lordfhip  fays. 

La.  Syc.  Indeed,  my  lord,  I  am  fo  much  afham'd,  I 
don't  know  what  to  anfwer  ;  the  fault  of  my  daughter-— 

L.  Aim.  Don't  mention  it,  madam  ;  the  fault  has  been 
mine,  who  have  been  innocently  the  occafion  of  a  young 
lady's  tranfgrefling  a  point  of  duty  and  decorum,  which, 
otherwife,  me  would  never  have  violated.  But  if  you, 
and  Sir  Harry,  will  walk  in  and  repofe  yourfelves,  I  hope 
to  fettle  every  thing  to  the  general  fatis  faction. 

La.  Syc.  Come  in,  Sir  Harry.  [Exit. 

L.  Aim.  I  am  furc,  my  good  friend,  had  I  known  that 
I  was  doing  a  violence  to  Mifs  Sycamore's  inclinations, 
in  the  happinefs  I  propofed  to  myfelf 

Sir  Har.  My  lord,  'tis  all  a  cafe My  grandfather, 

by  the  mother's  fide,  was  a  very  fenfible  man— he  was 
elected  knight  of  the  fhire  in  five  fucceflive  parliaments  ; 
and  died  high  fheriff  of  his  county— a  man  of  fine  parts, 
fine  talents,  and  one  of  the  moft  curiofeft  docker  of  horfes 
in  all  England  (but  that  he  did  only  now  and  then  for 

his  amuiement) And  he  ufed  to  fay,  my  lord,  that 

the  female  fex  were  good  for  nothing  but  to  bring  forth 
children,  and  breed  dillurbance. 

L.  Aim.  The  ladies  were  very  little  obliged  to  your 
anceftor,  Sir  Harry  :  but  for  my  part,  i  hare  a  more 
favourable  opinion' 

Sir  Har.  You  are  in  the  wrong,  my  lord :  with  fub- 
miffion,  you  are  really  in  the  wrong. 


A    J 
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k  my  mind,  of  woman  kind> 
In  ens  word  'tis  this  ; 
JBy  nature  they*  re  defigrfd, 
T'o  Jay  and  do  amifs. 

Be  they  maids,  be  they  -tvi-ves, 
Alike  they  plague  our  lives  : 
Wanton,   headftrongy  cunning,  'vain', 
Born  to  cheat,  and  give  men  pain. 

'•Their  flu  dy  day  and  night  > 
Is  mtfcbief,  their  delight  : 
And  if  ive  jhould  prevent  ^ 
At  one  door  their  intent  ; 
^They  quickly  turn  about  , 
And  find  another  out. 

SCENE    II. 
"  Lord  AIMWORTH,"  Enter  FAIRFIELD,  "  RALPH." 

"  Ralph.  Dear  goodnefs,  my  lord,  I  doubts  I  have 
"  done  fome  wrong  here  ;  I  hope  your  honour  will  for- 
'*  give  me  ;  to  be  fartin,  if  I  had  known  - 

"  L.  Aim.  You  have  done  nothing  but  what's  very 
"  right,  niy  lad  ;  don't  make  yourfelf  uneafy.*'  —  How 
now,  matter  Fairfield,  what  brings  you  here  ? 

Fairf.  I  am  come,  my  lord,  to  thank  you  for  your 
bounty  to  me  and  my  daughter  this  morning,  and  moft 
humbly  to  intreat  your  lordfhip  to  receive  it  at  our 
hands  again. 

L.  Aim.  Ay  —  why,  what's  the  matter? 

'Fairf.  I  don't  know,  my  lord  ;  it  feems  your  gene- 
rofity  to  my  poor  girl  has  been  noifed  about  the  neigh 
bourhood  ;  and  fome  evil  minded  people  have  put  it  into 
the  young  man's  head,  that  was  to  marry  her,  that  you 
would  never  have  made  her  a  prefent  fo  much  above  her 
deferts  and  expectations,  if  it  had  not  been  upon  fome 
naughty  account  :  now,  my  lord,  I  am  a  poor  man,  'tis 
(rue,  and  a  mean  one  5  but  I  and  my  father,  and  my 

father's 
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father's  father,  have  lived  tenants  upon  your  lordfhip's 
eftate,  where  we  have  always  been  known  for  honeit 
men  ;  and  it  (hall  never  be  faid,  that  Fairfield,  the 
miller,  became  rich  in  his  old  days  by  the  wages  of  his 
child's  fhainc. 

L.  Aim.   What  then,    Matter  Fairfield,    do  you  be- 

Fairf.  No,  my  lord,  no,  Heaven  forbid  :  but  when 
I  confider  the  fum,  it  is  too  much  for  us ;  "  it  is  indeed, 
"  my  lord,"  and  enough  to  make  bad  folks  talk  :  be- 
fides,  my  poor  girl  is  greatly  alter'd  ;  me  us'd  to  be  the 
life  of  every  place  me  came  into  ;  but  fince  her  being  at 
home,  I  have  feen  nothing  from  her  but  fadnefs  and 
watry  eyes. 

L.  Aim.  The  farmer  then  refufes  to  marry  Patty,  not- 
withfhmding  their  late  reconciliation. 

Fairf.  Yes,  my  lord,  he  does  indeed  ;  and  has  made 
a  wicked  noife,  and  ufed  us  in  a  very  bafe  manner  :  I 
did  not  think  farmer  Giles  would  have  been  fo  ready  t<* 
believe  fuch  a  thing  of  us. 

L.  Aim.  Well,  Mailer  Fairfield,  I  will  not  prefs  on 
you  a  donation,  the  rejection  of  which  does  you  fo  muck 
credit;  you  may  take  my  word,  however,  that  your 
fears  upon  this  occafion  are  entirely  gi  oundlefs  :  but  this 
is  not  enough,  as  I  have  been  the  means  of  loiing  your 
daughter  one  hufband,  it  is  but  juft  I  mould  get  her  ano 
ther  ;  and,  fince  the  farmer  is  fo  fcrupulous,  there  is  a 
young  man  in  the  houfe  here,  whom  I  have  fome  in 
fluence  over,  and  I  dare  fay  he  will  be  lefs  fqueamifh. 

Fairf.  To  be  fure,  my  lord,  you  have,  in  all  honeft 
ways,  a  right  to  difpofe  of  me  and  mine,  as  you  think 
proper. 

L.  Aim.  Go  then  immediately,  and  bring  Patty 
hither ;  I  mail  not  be  eafy  till  I  have  given  you  entire 
fatisfaction.  But,  flay  and  take  a  letter,  which  I  am 
flepping  into  my  iludy  to  write  :  I'll  order  a  chaife  to 
be  got  ready,  that  you  may  go  back  and  forward  with 
greater  expedition. 


A    I    R. 
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Let  me  fly hence  tyrant  fajhion, 

Teach  to  fertile  minds  ytiur  laruo  ; 

Curb  in  them  each  generous  pajjion, 
E^ry  motion  keep  in  awe. 

Shall  /,  in  thy  trammels  going, 

Quit  the  idol  of  my  heart  ; 
While  it  beats,  all  fervent ',  glowing  / 

With  my  life  rilfooner  part* 

SCENE    III. 

FANNY  following  RALPH. 

fanny.  Ralph,  Ralph  ! 

Ralph.  What  do  you  want  with  me,  eh  ? 

Fanny.  Lord,  I  never  knowed  fuch  a  man  as  you  are* 
fince'  I  com'd  into  the  world  ;  a  body  can't  fpeak  to  you, 
but  you  falls  ftrait  ways  into  a  pafiion  :  I  followed  you 
up  from  the  houfe,  only  you  run  fo,  there  was  no  fuch 
a  thing  as  overtaking  you,  and  I  have  been  waiting  there 
at  the  back  door  ever  fo  long. 

Ralph.  Well,  and  now  you  may  go  and  wait  at  the 
fore  door,  if  you  like  it :  but'  I  forewarn  you  and  your 
gang  not  to  keep  lurking  about  our  mill  any  longer  ; 
for  if  you  do,  I'll  fend  the  conftable  after  you,  and  have 
you  every  mother's  fkin  clapt  into  the  county  gaol  :  you 
are  fuch  a  pack  of  thieves,  one  can't  hang  fo  much  as  a 
tag  to  dry  for  you  :  it  was  but  the  other  day  that  a  cou- 

e  of  fhem  came  into  our  kitchen  to  beg  a  handful  of 
dirty  flour  to  make  them  cakes,  and  before  the  wench 
could  turn  about,  they  had  whipped  off  three  brafs  can- 
dlefticks,  and  a  pot-lid. 

Fanny.  Well,  fure  it  was  not  I. 

Ralph.  Then  you  know  that  old  rafcal,  that  you  call 
father  ;  the  laft  time  I  catch'd  him  laying  fnares  for  the 
hares,  I  told  him  I'd  inform  the  game-keeper,  and  I'll 
expofe  all 

Fanny.  Ah,  dear  Ralph,  don't  be  angry  with  me. 

Ralph. .  Yes  I  will  be  angry  with  you — what  do  you 
come  nigh  me  for  ? — You  man't  touch  me — There's  the 

ikirt 
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ikirt  of  my  coat,  and  if  you  do  but  lay  a  finger  on  it, 
my  lord's  bailiff  is  here  in  the  court,  and  I'll  call  him 
and  give  you  to  him. 

Fanny.  If  you'll  forgive  me,  I'll  go  down  on  my 
knees. 

Ralph.  I  tell  you  I  won't. — No,  no,  follow  your  gen 
tleman  ;  or  go  live  upon  your  old  fare,  crows  and  pole 
cats,  and  fheep  that  die  of  the  rot  ;  pick  the  dead  fowl 
off  the  dung-hills,  and  fquench  your  thiril  at  the  next 
ditch,  'tis  the  fittefl  liquor  to  warn  down  fuch  dainties  — 
flculking  about  from  barn  to  barn,  and  lying  upon  wet 
flraw,  on  commons,  and  in  green  lanes — go  and  be  whipt 
from  parifh  to  parilh,  as  you  ufed  to  be. 

Fanny.  How  can  you  talk  fo  unkind  ? 

Ralph.  And  fee  whether  you  will  get  what  will  keep 
you  as  I  did,  by  telling  of  fortunes,  and  comiag  with 
pillows  under  your  apron,  among  the  young  farmers 
wives,  to  make  believe  you  are  a  breeding,  with  "  the 
Lord  Almighty  blefs  you,  fweet  miftrefs,  you  ca*nnot 
tell  how  foon  it  may  be  your  own  cafe."  You  know  I 
am  acquainted  with  all  your  tricks — and  how  you  turn 
up  the  white's  of  your  eyes,  pretending  you  were  firuclc 
blind  by  thunder  and  lightning. 

Fanny.  Pray  don't  be  angry,  Ralph. 

Ralph*.  Yes  but  I  will  tho' ;  fpread  your  cobwebs  to 
catch  flies,  I  am  an  old  wafp,  and  don't  value  them  a 
button. 

AIR. 

When  you  meet  a  tender  creature, 
Neat  in  limb,  and  fair  in  feature. 
Full  of  kindnefs  and  good  nature. 

Prove  as  kind  again  to  Jhe  ; 
Happy  mortal !  to  poj/efs  her, 
Inyourbofom,  ivarm,  and  prefs  her* 
Morning,  neon,  and  night,  carefs  her, 

And  be  fond,  as  fond  can  be. 

But  if  one  you  meet  that's  frow-ard. 
Saucy,  jilting,  and  untow-ard, 
Should  you  a£l  the  whining  cwivard) 
'Tis  to  mend  her  ne'er  the  wit  : 

F  a  Nothing's 
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Nothing**  tough  enough  to  bind  her  ; 
Then  agog,  when  once  you  find 'her , 
Let  her  go,   imd  never  mind  her  ; 
Heart  alive,  you"1  re  fairly  quit, 

SCENE      IV. 

FANNY. 

"  I  wifh  I  had  a  draught  of  water.  I  don't  know 
"  what's  come  over  me  ;  I  have  no  more  tfrength  than 
*'  a  babe  ;  a  ftraw  would  fling  me  down." — He  has  a 
heart  as'hard  as  any  pariih  officer  ;  I  don't  doubt  now 
but  he  would  ftand  by  and  fee  me  whipt  himfelf ;  and 
we  fhall  all  be  whipt,  and  all  through  my  means  - 

The  devil  run  away  with  the  gentleman,  and  his  twenty 
guineas  too,  for  leading  me  aftray  :  if  I  had  known 
Ralph  would  have  taken  it  fo,  I  would  have  hanged  my- 
felf  before  I  would  have  faid  a  word — but  I  thought  he 
had  no  more  gall  than  a  pigeon. 

A    I    R. 

0  /  'i&hat  afimpleton  ivas  /, 

To  make  my  bed  atfuch  a  rate  / 
JWiv  lay  thee  down,  vain  fool,  and  cry > 

Thy  true  love  fceks  another  mate* 

No  tears,  alack, 

mil  call  him  hack, 
No  tender  words  his  heart  allure  ; 

1  could  bite 

My  tongue,  thro*  fpite  - 

Some  plague  be<rv  itched  me,  that's  for  fure» 

SCENE      V. 

Changes  to.  a  Room  in  the  Miller's  Houfe, 

Et.ier  GILES,  followed  by  PATTY  and  THEODOSIA* 

'•'  AIR. 

"  Giles          Women's  tongues  are  like  mill-clappers ^ 

* '  And  from  thence  they  learn  the  knack, 
4*    ®ffor  ever  founding  clack."— 
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Giles.  Why,  what  the  plague's  the  matter  with  you 
What  do  you  {cold  at  me  for  ?  I  am  fure  I  did  not  fay 
an  uncivil  word,  as  I  do  know  of:  I'll  be  judged  by  the 
young  lady  if  I  did. 

Patty.  'Tis  very  well,  farmer  ;  all  I  defire  is,  that 
you  will  leave  tfie  houfe  :  you  fee  my  father  is  not  at 
home  at  prefent ;  when  he  is,  if  you  have  any  thing  to 
fay,  you  know  where  to  come. 

Giles.  Enough  faid,  I  don't  want  to  flay  ir  «fce  houfe, 
not  I ;  and  I  don't  much  care  if  J  had  never  come  into 
it. 

*Tbeo.  For  fhame,  farmer,  down  on  your  knees  and 
beg  Mifs  Fairfield's  pardon  for  the  outrage  you  have 
been  guilty  of. 

Giles.  Beg  pardon,  mifs,  for  what  ? — Icod  that's  well 
enough  ;  why  I  am  my  own  mailer,  be'nt  I? — If  I  have 
no  mind  to  marry,  there's  no  harm  in  that,  I  hope  :  'tis 

only  changing  hands. This  morning  me  would  not 

have  me  ;  and  now  I  won't  have  me. 

Patty.  Have  you  ! — Heav'ns  and  earth  !  do  you  think 
then  'tis  the  miffing  of  you  that  gives  me  concern  ? — 
No  :  I  would  prefer  a  ftate  of  beggary  a  thoufand  times 
beyond  any  thing  I  could  enjoy  with  you  :  and  be  af- 
fured,  if  ever  I  was  feemingly  confenting  to  fuch  a  fa- 
crifice,  nothing  mould  have  compelled  me  to  it,  but  the 
cruelty  of  my  fituation. 

Giles.  O,  as  for  that,  I  believes  you  ;  but  you  fee 
the  gudgeon  would  not  bite  as  I  told  you  a  bit  agone 
you  know  :  we  farmers  never  love  to  reap  what  we  don't 
fow. 

Patty.  You  brutifh  fellow,  how  dare  you  talk-. 

Giles.  So,  now  (he's  in  her  tantrums  again,  and  all  for 
no  manner  of  yearthly  thing. 

Patty.  But  be  aflured  my  lord  will  punifh  you  feverely 
for  daring  to  make  free  with  feis  name. 

Giles.  Who  made  free  with  it  ;  did  I  ever  mention  my 
lord  ?  'Tis  a  curfed  lie. 

Theo.  Blefs  me  !  farmer  ! 

Giles.  Why  it  is,  mifs         and  I'll  make  her  prove 

her  words-   •        Then  what  does  me  mean  by  being  pu- 

nifhed  •?  I  am  not  .afraid  of  nobody,   nor  beholding  to 

nobody,  that  I  know  of;  while  I  pays  my  rent,  my 

F  3  money, 
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•money,  I  believe,  is  as  good  as  another's  :  egad,  if  it 
goes  there,  I  think  there  be  thofe  deferve  to  be  punifhed 
more  than  I. 

Patty.  Was  ever  unfortunate  creature  purfued  as  I 
am,  by  diftrefles  and  vexations ! 

Theo.  My  dear  Patty — See,  farmer,  you  have  thrown 
her  into  tears— Pray  be  comforted. 

A     I     R. 

Patty.   Oh  leave  me,  in  pity  !  The  faljhood 7 /corn  ; 

For  jlander  the  bofom  untainted  defies  : 
But  rudenefs  and  infult  are  not  to  be  borne, 
Tho*  offered  by  wretches  we^ve  fenfe  to  defpife* 

Of  woman  defencelefs,  how  cruel  the  fate  ! 

Pafs  ever  fo  cautious,  fo  blamelefs  her  way, 
Nature,  and  envy,  lurk  always  in  wait, 

And  innocence  falls  to  their  fury  a  prey. 

SCENE      VI. 
M  E  R  y*  N,  THEODOSIA. 

¥&fo.  You  are  a  pretty  gentleman,   are  not  you,  to 
fuffer  a  lady  to  be  at  a  rendezvous  before  you  ? 

Mer.  Difficulties,  my  dear,  and  dangers None  of 

the  company  had  two  fuits  of  apparel ;  fo  I  was  obliged 
to  purchafe  a  rag  of  one,   and  a  tatter  from  another,    at 
the  expence  of  ten  times  the  fum  they  would  fetch  at 
the  paper-mill. 
•  Vbeo.  Well,  where  are  they  ? 

Mer.  Here,  in  this  bundle and  tho*  I  fay  it, 

a  very  decent  habiliment,  if  you  have  art  enough  to  ilick 
the  parts  together  :  I've  been  watching  till  the  coalt  was 
clear  to  bring  them  to  you. 

T'hco.  Let  me  fee—  I'll  flip  into  this  clofet  and  equip 

myfelf All  here  is  in  fuch  confufion,  there  will  no 

notice  be  taken. 

Mer.  Do  fo ;  I'll  take  care  nobody  mall  interrupt 
you  in  the  progrefs  of  your  metamorphofis  (Jhe  goes  in} 
— and  if  you  are  not  tedious,  we  may  walk  off  without 
being  fecn  by  any  one. 
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Ha  !  ha  !  ha  !  —  What  a  concourfe  of  atoms 
are  here  ?  tho',  as  I  live,  they  are  a  'great  deal  better 
than  [  expefted. 

Mer.  Well,  pray  make  haite  ;  and  don't  imno.ir.e 
yourfelf  at  your  toilette  now,  where  mode  prescribes 
two  hours,  for  what  reaibn  would  fcarce  allow  three  mi 
nutes. 

Theo.  Have  patience  ;  the  outward  garment  is  on  al 
ready  ;  and  Til  allure  you  a  very  good  fluff,  only  a  little 
the  worfe  for  the  mending. 

Mer.  Imagine  it  embroidery,  and  confider  it  is  your 
wedding  fuit. Come,  how  far  are  you  got  ? 

Tbeo.  Stay,  you  don't  confider  there's  fome  contriv 
ance  neceflary. Here  goes  the  apron,  flounced  and 

furbelow'd  with  a  witnefs — Alas  !  alas  !  it  has  no 
firings  !  what  fhall  I  do  ?  Come,  no  matter,  a  couple 

of  pins  will  ferve And  now  the  cap oh,  mercy  ! 

here*s  a  hole  in  the  crown  of  it  large  enough  to  thruft 
my  head  through 

Mer.  That  you'll  hide  with  your  ftraw-hat  ;  or,  if 
you  mould  not What,  not  ready  yet  ? 

Theo.  Only  one  minute  more — Yes,  now  the  work's 
accomplifh'd. 

AIR. 

Who'll  buy  good  lucky  who'll  buy,  'who'll  buy 
The  gipfeyy  s  favours  ? Here  am  I ! 

Through  the  village,  through  the  town, 
What  charming  fav'ry  fcraps  we'll  earn  / 

Clean  Jlra-iv  Jhall be  our  beds  of  'down , 
And  our  *withdrarwing-roo?n  a  barn. 

Young  and  old,  and  grave,  and  gay, 

The  mifer  and  the  prodigal ; 
City  courtier,  bumpkin,  come  away  ; 

/  'warrant  will  content  you  aft. 


SCENE 
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SCENE    vn. 

MERVIN,  THEODOSIA,  FAIRFIELD,  GILES-. 

Mer.  Plague,  here's  fomebody  coming. 
Fairf.   As  to  the  pail,  farmer,   'tis  paft  ;  I   bear  no 
malice  for  any  thing  thou  hafl  faid. 

Giles.  Why,  Maiter  Fairfield,  you  do  know  I  had  a 

treat  regard  for  Mifs  Patty  ;  but  when  I  came  to  con- 
der  aH  in  all,  I  finds  as  how  it  is  not  advifeable  to 
change  my  condition  yet  awhile. 

Fairf.  Friend  Giles,  thou  art  in  the  right ;  marriage 
is  a  ferious  point,  and  can't  be  confidered  too  warily. — 
Ha,  who  have  we  here  ! — Shall  I  never  keep  my  houfe 

clear  of  thefe  vermin  ? Look  to  the  goods  there,  and 

give  me  a  horfe-whip  by  the  lord  Harry,  I'll  make  an 
example — Come'  here,  Lady  Light-fingers,  let  me  fee 
what  thou  haft  ftolen. 

Mer.  Hold,  miller,  hold  i 

Fairf.  O  gracious  goodnefs  !  fure  1  know  this  face— 

Mifs young  Madam  Sycamore'  -Mercy  heart, 

here's  a  difguife  ! 

Theo.  Difcover'd  ! 

Mer.  Miller,  let  me  fpeak  to  you. 

Thee.  What  ill  fortune  is  this  ! 

Giles,  111  fortune— Mifs  !  I  think  there  be 

nothing  but  croffes  and  misfortunes  of  one  kind  or 
other. 

Fairf.  Money  to  me,  fir  \  not  for  the  world  ;  you 
want  no  friends  but  what  you  have  already — Lack-a-day, 
lack-a-day— fee  how  luckily  I  came  in  :  I  believe  you 
are  the  gentleman  to  whom  I  am  charged  to  give  this, 
on  the  part  of  my  Lord  Aimworth— - — Blefs,  you,  dear 
fir,  go  up  to  his  honour,  with  my  young  lady — There 
is  a  chaife  waiting  at  the  4p,or  to  carry  you  I  and 

my  daughter  will  take  another  way. 


SCENE 
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SCENE    VIII. 

MF.RVIN,  THKODOSIA,   GILES. 

Mt-r.  Pr'ythee  read  this  letter,  "  and  tell  me  what 
11  you  think  of  it." 

^Theo.  Heavens,  'tis  a  letter  from  lord  Aimworth  ! 
—  We  are  betray 'd. 

Mer.  By  what  means  I  know  not. 

7hco.  I  am  fo  frighted  and  flurried,  that  I  have 
fcarce  (Irength  enough  to  read  it. 

«  SIR, 

"  It  is  with  the  greateft  concern  I  find,  that  I  have 
14  been  unhappily  the  occafion  of  giving  fome  uneafinefs 
44  to  you  and  Mifs  Sycamore  :  be  aflur'd,  had  I  been 
44  appriz'd  of  your  prior  pretenfions,  and  the  young 
"  lady's  difpofition  in  your  favour,  I  mould  have  been 
"  the  laft  perfon  to  interrupt  your  felicity.  I  beg,  fir, 
44  you  will  do  me  the  favour  to  come  up  to  my  houfe, 
"  where  I  have  already  fo  far  fettled  matters,  as  to  be 
"  able  to  afiure  you,  that  every  thing  will  go  entirely 
"  to  your  fatisfaction." 

Mer.  Well !  what  do  you  think  of  it  ! Shall  we 

go  to  the  caftle  ? 

44  Mer,  Well! 

"  fk€o.  Well ! 

*'  Mer.  What  do  you  think  of  it  ? 

44  Tfao.  Nay,  what  do  you  think  of  it  ? 

44  Mer.  Egad,  I  can't  very  well  tell However,  on 

44  the  whole,  I  believe  it  would  be  wrong  of  us  to  pro- 
*'  ceed  any  further  in  cur  defign  of  running  away,  even 
*4  if  the  thing  was  practicable. 

V  Tkeo.  I  am  entirely  of  your  opinion.  I  fwear  this 
*4  Lord  Aimworth  is  a  charming  man  :  I  fancy  'tis 
t4  lucky  for  you  I  had  not  been  long  enough  acquainted 
"  with  him  to  find  out  all  his  good  qualities. — But  ho\v 
44  the  deuce  came  he  to  hear 

4*  Mer.  No  matter  ;  after  this,  there  can  be  nothing 

"  to  apprehend. What  do  you  fay,  Ihallwe  go  up 

"  to  the  Caftle  :" 

Tbeo, 
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Theo.  By  all  means  :  and  in  this  very  trim  ;  to  fhe\v 
what  we  were  capable  of  doing,  if  my  father  and  mo 
ther  had  not  come  to  reafon. "  But,  perhaps, 

•'  the  difficulties  being  removed,  may  leiTen  your  pen- 
"  chant  :  you  men  are  fuch  unaccountable  mortals. — 
'"  Do  you  love  me  well  enough  to  marry  me,  without 
44  making  a  frolic  of  it  ? 

"  Mer.  Do  I  love  you  ! 

**  Theo.  Ay,  and  to  what  degree  ? 

"  Mer.  Why  do  you  alk  me  ? .. 

"  A    I    R. 

"  Who  upon  the  oexy  leech, 

"  Can  count  the  numerous  fands  that  fig; 
"  Of  diflinfily  reckon  each 

"  Tr 'anf parent  crb  thatftuds  the  fy  ? 

€t  As  their  multitude  betray, 

(t  Andfrujlrate  all  attempts  to  tell  :- 

"  So  'tis  impojjible  to  fay 

'*  How  much  I  love,  I  love  fo  well " 

But  hark  you,  Mervin,  will  you  take  after  my  father, 
and  be  a  very  hufbandnow  ? — Or  don't  you  think  I  mall 
take  after  my  mother,  and  be  a  commanding  wife  ! 

Mer.   Oh,  I'll  truft  you. 

¥'beo.  But  you  may  pay  for  your  confidence.   (Exeunt,. 

SCENE      IX. 
GILES, 

So,  there  goes  a  couple  !  Iced,  I  believe  Old  Nick 
has  got  among  the  people  in  thefe  parts  This  is  as 

queer  a  thing  as  ever  I  heard  of, Mailer  Fairfield, 

and  Mifs  Patty,  it  feems,  are  gone  to  the  caftle  too  ; 
where,  by  what  I  larns  from  Ralph  in  the  mill,  my  lord 
has  promifed  to  get  her  a  huiband  among  the  fervants. 
Now  fet  in  cafe  the  wind  fets  in  that  corner,  I  have  been 
thinking  with  myfelf  who  the  plague  it  can  be  :  there 
are  no  unmarried  men  in  the  family,  that  I  do  know  of, 
excepting  little  Bob,  the  poiHllion3  and  mailer  Jonathan, 

the 


ACOMICOPERA.  $; 

the  butler  ;  and  he's  a  matter  of  fixty  or  feventy  years 

old.     I'll  he  fhot  if  it  beant  little  Bob. Icod,  I'll 

take  the  way  to  the  caftle,  as  well  as  the  reft  ;  for  I'd 
fain  fee  how  the  nail  do  drive.  It  is  well  1  had  wit 
enough  to  difcern  things,  and  a  friend  to  advife  with, 

or  elfe  fhe  would  have  fallen  to  my  lot. Butl  have 

got  a  furfeit  of  going  a  courting,  and  burn  me  if  I 
won't  live  a  batchrlor  ;  for,  when  all  comes  to  all,  I 
fee  nothing  but  ill  blood  and  quarrels  among  folk  when 
they  are  married. 

AIR. 

9 'hen  hey  for  a  frolic  kfome  life  ! 
ril  ramble  where  pleafures  are  rife  : 

Strike  up  with  the  free-hearted  laj/es  ; 
And  never  think  more  of  a  wife. 

Plague  on  it,  men  arc  hut  offes, 
9 T'o  run  after  noije  and  Jlrife. 

Had  we  heen  together  buckl'd\ 

"Twould  have  proved  a  fne  affair  : 

Dogs  would  ha<ve  bark'd  at  t^e  cuckold ; 
And  hoys,  pointing,  cry'd Look  there. 

SCENE      X. 

Changes  to  a  grand  Apartment  in  LORD  AJMWORTH'J 
Houfe,  opening  to  a  View,  of  the  Garden* 

Lord  AIMWORTH,  FAIRFIELD,  PATTY,  RALPH. 

Z,.  Aim.  Thus,  Matter  Fairfield,  I  hope  I  have  fully 
fatisfied  you  with  regard  to  the  falfity  of  the  imputation 
thrown  upon  your  daughter  and  me 

Fairf.  My  lord,  I  am  very  well  content ;  pray  do  not 
give  yourfelf  the  trouble  of  faying  any  more. 

Ralph.  No,  my  lord,  you  need  not  fay  any  more. 

Fairf.  Hold  your  tongue,  firrah. 

L.  Aim.  I  am  forry,  Patty,  you  have  had  this  morti 
fication. 

Patty.  I  am  forry,  my  lord,  you  have  been  troubled 
about  it  ;  but  really  it  was  againfl  my  confent. 

Fairf.  Well,  come  children,  we  will  not  take  up  his 
honour's  time  any  longer  ;  let  us  be  going  towards  home 

Heav'n 
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—  Heav'n  profper  your  lordfhip  ;  the  pray'rs  of  me 
and  my  family  lliall  always  attend  you. 

L.  Aim.  Miller,  come  back Patty,  ftay 

Fairf.  Has  your  lordfnip  any  thing  further  to  com 
mand  us  •? 

L.  Aim.  Why  yes,  Mafter  Fairfield,  I  have  a  word  or 

two  itill  to  fay  to  you In  fhort,  though  you  are 

fatisfied  in  this  afFair,  I  am  not ;  and  you  feem  to  for 
get  the  promife  1  made  you,  that,  fmce  I  had  been  the 
means  of  lofing  your  daughter  one  hufband,  I  would  find 
her  another. 

Fairf.  Your  honour  is  to  do  as  you  pleafe. 

L.  Aim.  What  fay  you,  Patty,  will  you  accept  of  a 
hulband  of  my  chufing  ? 

Patty.  My  lord,  I  have  no  determination  ;  you  are 
the  beft  judge  howl  ought  toad;  whatever  you  com 
mand,  I  mall  obey. 

L.  Aim.  Then,  Patty,  there  is  but  one  perfon  I  can 

offer  you and  I  wiih,  for  your   fake,  he  was  more 

deferving Take  me 

Patty.   Sir  ! 

L.  Aim.  From  this  moment  our  interefls  are  one,  as 
our  hearts ;  and  no  earthly  power  mall  ever  divide  us. 

Fairf.   "  O  the  gracious  !"     Patty — my  lord — Did  I 

hear  right ! You,  fir,  you  marry  a  child  of  mine  I 

.  L.  Aim.  Yes,  my  honeft  old  man,  in  me  you  behold 
the  hufband  defigned  for  your  daughter  ;  and  I  am  happy 
that,  by  (landing  in  the  place  of  fortune,  who  has  alone 
been  wanting  to  her,  I  fhall  be  able  to  fet  her  merit  in  a 
light,  where  its  luftre  will  be  rendered  confpicuous. 

Fairf.  But  good,  noble  fir,  pray  confider  ;  don't  go  to 
put  upon  a  filly  old  man  :  my  daughter  is  unworthy 
Patty,  child,  why  don't  you  fpeak? 

Patty.  Wh,;t  can  I  fay,  father  !  what  anfwer  to  fuch 
unlook'd-for,fuch  unmerited,  fuch  unbounded generofity  ! 

Ralph.  Down  on  your  knees,  and  fall  a  crying. 

Patty.  Yes,  fir,  as  my  father  fays,  confider your 

noble  friends,  your  relations — It  muft  not,  cannot  be — 

"   L.  Aim.  I  muft,  and  fhall Friends  !  relations  ! 

"  from  henceforth  I  have  none,  that  will  not  acknow- 
*'  ledge  you  :  and  I  am  fure,  when  they  become  ac- 
"  quainted  with  your  perfections,  thofe,  whofe  fuffrage 
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*'  1  moft  efleem,  will  rather  admire  the  juilice  of  my 
''  choice,  than  wonder  at  its  fingulaxity." 

A    I    R. 

L.  Aim.        My  life,  my  joy,  my  blejjtng, 
In  thee,  each  grace  pojftjfing, 

All  muft  my  choice  approve  ; 
Patty.  To  you  my  all  is  owing  ; 

O  !  take  a  heart  overflowing, 

With  gratitude  and  love.  * 

L.  Aim.  Thus  infolding, 

Thus  beholding, 
Both.  One  to  my  foul  fo  dear  : 

Can  there  be  pleafure  greater  ! 
Can  there  be  blifs  compleater  ! 
'Tis  too  much  to  bear. 

SCENE      XL 

Enter  SIR  HARRY,  LADY  SYCAMORE,  THEODOSIA, 
MERVIN. 

Sir  Har.  Well,  we  have  followed  your  lordjhip's  coun- 

fel,  and  made  the  belt  of  a  bad  market So  my  lord, 

pleafe  to  know  our  fon-in-law,  that  is  to  be. 

L.  Aim.  You  do  me  a  great  deal  of  ftonour — I  wifh 
you  joy,  fir,  with  all  my  heart. — And  now,  Sir  Harry,, 
give  me  leave  to  introduce  to  you  a  new  relation  of 
mine This,  fir,  is  fhortly  to  be  my  wife. 

Sir  Har.  My  lord  ! 

La.  Syc.  Your  lordfhip's  wife  ! 

L.  Aim.  Yes,  madam. 

La.  Syc.  And  why  fo,  my  lord  ? 

L.  Aim.  Why,  faith,  ma'am,  becaufe  I  can't  liva 

happy  without  her And  I  think  me  has  too  many 

amiable,  too  many  eilimable  qualities  to  meet  with  a 
worfe  fate. 

Sir  Har.  Well,  but  you  are  a  peer  of  the  realm  ;  you 
will  have  all  the  fleerers 

L.  Aim.  I  know  very  well  the  ridicule  that  may  be 

thrown  on  a  lord's  marrying  a  miller's  daughter  ;  and  I 

own,  with  blufhes,  it  has  for  fome  time  had  too  greats 

G  weight 
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weight  with  me  :  but  we  mould  marry  to  pleafe  our- 
felves,  not  other  people  :  and,  on  mature  confideration, 
I  can  fee  no  reproach  juftly  merited,  by  railing  a  deferv- 
ing  woman  to  a  ftation  {he  is  capable  of  adorning,  let 
Jier  birth  be  what  it  will. 

Sir  Har.  Why  'tis  very  true,  my  lord.  I  once  knew 
•s.  gentleman  that  married  his  cook-maid  :  he  was  a  re 
lation  of  my  own — You  remember  fat  Margery,  my  lady ! 
She  was  a  very  good  fort  of  a  woman,  indeed  me  was, 
and  made  the  belt  fuet  dumplings  I  ever  tafted. 

La.  Syc*  Will  you  never  learn,  Sir  Harry,  to  guard 

your  exprefiions  ? Well,  but  give  me  leave,  my 

lord,  to  fay  a  word  to  you There  are  other  ill  confe- 

quences  attending  fuch  an  alliance. 

L.  Aim.  One  of  them  I  fuppofe  is,  that  I,  a  peer, 
Jhould  be  obliged  to  call  this  good  old  miller  father-in- 
law.  But  where's  the  mame  in  that  ?  He  is  as  good  as 
any  lord,  in  being  a  man ;  and  if  we  dare  fuppofe  a 
lord  that  is  not  an  honeft  man,  he  is,  in  my  opinion, 
the  more  refpeftable  character.  Come,  Mafter  F  airfield, 
give  me  your  hand  ;  from  henceforth  you  have  done 
with  working  ;  we  will  pull  down  your  mill,  and  build 
you  a  houfe  in  the  place  of  it ;  and  the  money  I  intended 
for  the  portion  of  your  daughter,  mail  now  be  laid  out 
in  purchafing  a  commiflion  for  your  fon. 

Ralph.  What,  my  lord,  will  you  make  me  a  cap 
tain  ? 

L.  Aim.  Ay,  a  colonel,  if  you  deferve  it. 

Ralph.  Then  I'll  keep  Fan. 

SCENE      XII. 

LORD  AIMWORTH,  SIR  HARRY,  LADY  SYCAMORE, 
PATTY,  THEODOSJA,  MERVIN,  FAIRFIELD, 
RALPH,  GILES. 

Giles.  Ods  bobs,  where  am  I  running — I  beg  pardon 
for  my  audacity. 

Ralph.  Hip,  farmer  ;  come  back,  mon,  come  back 
— Sure  my  lord's  going  to  marry  fifter  himfelf;  feyther's 
to  have  a  fine  houfe,  and  Pm  to  be  a  captain. 

Z.  Aim. 
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L.  Aim.  Ho,  Mailer  Giles,  pray  walk  in  ;  here  is  a 
lady  who,  I  dare  i\vear,  xvill  be  glad  to  fee  you,  and 
give  orders  that,  you  mall  always  be  made  welcome. 

Ralph.  Yes,  farmer,  you'll  always  be  welcome  in  the 
kitchen. 

L.  Aim.  What,  have  you  nothing  to  fay  to  your  old 
acquaintance  -  VJome,  pray  let  the  farmer  falute 
you  -  Nay,  a  kifs  —  I  infill  upon  it. 

Sir  Har.  Ha,  ha,  ha—  hem  ! 

La.  Syc.  Sir  Harry,  I  am  ready  to  fink  at  the  mon- 
ftroufnefs  of  your  behaviour. 

L.  Aim.  Fye,  Mafter  Giles,  don't  look  fo  flieepifti  ; 
you  and  I  were  rivals,  but  not  lefs  friends  at  prefent. 
You  have  acted  in  this  affair  like  an  honefl  Englifhman, 
who  fcorned  even  the  fhadow  of  difhonour,  and  thou 
flialt  fit  rent-free  for  a  twelvemonth. 

Sir  Har.  Come,  man't  we  all  falute  -  With  your 
leave,  my  lord,  I'll  -  . 

La.  Syc.  Sir  Harry  ! 

AIR. 

L.  Aim.  Yield  who  'will  to  forms  a  martyr, 

While  unaw*d  by  idle  Jhame, 
Pride  for  happinefs  I  barter, 

Heedlcfs  of  the  millions  blame. 
*Tkus  with  love  my  arms  I  quarter  ; 

Women  graced  in  nature  's  frame, 
Ev'ry  privilege,  by  charter, 

Ha<ve  a  right  from  man  to  claim. 

TheOt       E  'as*  d  of  doubts  and  fears  prefacing, 

kWhat  new  joys  within  me  rife  ! 
While  mama,  her  frowns  ajjuaging, 
Dares  no  longer  tyrannize. 
So  long  ft  or  ms  and  tempejts  raging, 
When  the  bluft*  ring  fury  dies, 


Ah  !  how  lo<vely,  how  engaging 
Profpeftsfair,  and  daudlefs  Jkies  / 


Sir 
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Sir  Har.    Dad  but  this  is  wond'rous  pretty, 

Singing  each  a  roun- de-lay  ; 
And  ril  mingle  in  the  ditty , 

Tho*  I  fcarce  know  'what  to  fay. 
^There's  a  daughter,   brijk  and  witty  ; 
Here1  s  a  wife,   can  wifely  J way  .* 
ra/?  me,  mafters,   'twere  a  pity, 
Not  to  let  them  have  their  way. 

Fatty.       TV/y  example  is  a  rare  one  ; 

But  the  caufi  may  be  di'vind  : 
Women  want  not  merit dare  one 

Hope  difcerning  men  to  find. 
O  !  may  each  accomplffi  d  fair  one, 

Bright  in  per f on,  fage  in  mind. 
Viewing  my  good  fortune,  fhare  one 

Full  as  fplendid,  and  as  kind. 

Giles."      Laughed  at,  flighted,  circumvented 9, 

And  exposed  for  folks  tofee't, 
)cTis  as  tho'f  a  man  repented 

for  his  follies  in  ajheet. 
But  my  wrongs  go  unrefented, 

Since  the  fates  have  thought  them 
Thisr  good  company  contented. 

All  m)  wijbes  are  complete. 


ENP  OF  THE  OPERA* 


ADDITIONAL    AIRS. 

ACT        I. 


FAIRFIELD. 

f  I  *HE  great  folks  are  noble,  and  proud  let  'em  be, 

J[_       Of  title,  of  honour,  and  wealth, 
That  I  am  a  Briton  is  title  to  me, 

And  I'm  rich  in  a  (lock  of  good  health. 

Lads,  Hop  the  mill ; 

Be  the  hopper  (till; 

When  low  the  fun, 

Our  work  is  done  ; 

Then  we'll  fit  to  our  homely  board  with  glee, 
For  fweet  is  the  bread  of  induftry. 

Though  in  fummer  I  copied  the  provident  ant, 
For  winter  fome  grains  to  provide ; 

Yet,  what  I  could  fpare  to  a  friend  when  in  want, 
I  ne'er  was  the  friend  who  denied. 
Lads,  flop  the  mill,  &c. 

ACT        II. 

GILES. 

Gadzooks !  there's  fuch  gig,  and  nice  rig  on  the  lawn? 
Little  Sal  for  a  partner  wou'd  fain  have  me  on ; 

But  when  your's  I  mall  be, 

How  'twill  mortify  (he, 

Then  I'll  bet  twenty  pound, 

That  the  whole  village  round, 
Cannot  (hew  fuch  a  couple  as  Patty  and  me. 

For  you,  the  fweeteft  flowers  I  chofe, 

See  here  the  wreath  I've  wove; 
Of  this  a  chaplet  I'll  compofe, 

And  crown  you  queen  of  love. 

Tho'  Jemmy  fo  fupple, 

And  Jenny  fo  ti.per, 
Call  off  the  fir  it  couple, 

Becauie  they  can  taj  ei> 


Poll  jigs  it  with  Roger, 

Blythe  Betty. with  Cudden; 
And  Cudden's  a  codger 

Won't  tire  of  a  fudden. 

Tho'  Tim  of  the  valley, 

So  nimble  when  tipfey, 
Foots  up  to  fly  Sally, 

That  arch  little  gypfy; 

Tho'  fpruce  Davy  Dumble, 

Is  partner  with  Dolly, 
And  old  Gaffer  Grumble 

Is  link'd  to  young  Polly; 

Yet  you  and  I'll  dance  for  a  crown  or  a  guinea, 
'Gainft  Poll,  Tim,  Sal,  Jem,Bet,  Bill,  Cudden,  and  Jenny 

FANNY. 

The  fields  were  gay 

And  fweet  the  hay, 
Our  gang  of  gypfies  feated, 

Upon  the  grafs, 

Both  lad  and  lafs, 
By  you  we  all  were  treated. 

Young  chicken,  geefe, 

With  ducks  and  peafe, 
And  beans  and  bacon  dainty; 

With  punch  and  beer, 

The  be  ft  of  cheer, 
You  gave  us  then  in  plenty. 

*Tivas,all  to  cheat  poor  filly  Fan, 
And  pilfer  that  fame  jewel ; 

You're  fworn  to  me,  you  perjur'd  man? 
Tho'  now  fo  falfe  and  cruel. 

Whene'er  we'd  meet, 

With  kiffes  fweet, 
And  fpeeches  foft  you  won  me; 

The  hawthorn  bum 
*     Should  make  you  hlufh, 
'Twas  there  you  iiril  undone  me. 
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What  fignifies 

Your  (hams  and  lies, 
Your  jokes  no  more  (hall  jeer  me  ; 

A  licenfe  bring, 

And  golden  ring, 
Or  never  more  come  near  me. 
For  you  have  cheated  filly  Fan,  &:c. 

FAIRFIELD. 

Of  afpedl  fair,  and  temper  mild, 

My  Fatty  tho*  you  iVe ; 
When  yet  a  babe,  a  Tweeter  child 

Ne'er  bleft  a  parent's  knee. 

The  infant  flower,  for  tender  care, 

Cou'd  ev'ry  joy  imp'irt; 
But  now  a  bramble  proves,  to  tear' 

Her  aged  father's  heart. 

ACT       III. 

'  FAIRFIELD. 

Ere  round  the  huge  oak,  that  o'erftiadows  my  mill, 

The  fond  ivy  had  dar'd  to  entwine ; 
Ere  the  church  was  a  ruin,  that  nods  on  the  hill, 

Or  a  rook  built  her  neft  on  the  pine. 

Cou'd  I  trace  back  the  time,  a  much  earlier  date, 
Since  my  forefathers  toil'd  in  yon  field  ; 

For  the  farm  I  now  hold  on  your  Lordihip's  eftate, 
Is  the  fame  that  my  grandfather  tili'd. 

He  dying,  bequeath'd  to  his  fon,  a  good  name 

Which  unlullied  defcended  to  me; 
For  my  child  I've  preferv'd  it,  uncrimfon'd  with  fhame, 

And  it  flill  from  a  fpot  mail  be  free. 

THEODOSIA. 

A  thoufnnd  charms  the  lover  fees 
In  her  he  loves,  while  bolts  and  keys 
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Keep  two  fond  hearts  afunder ; 
But  fo  >n  .*  ui  envious  b.ir  re  nor'd, 
His  paffion  cools,  and  why  he  lov'd, 

Is  now  his  caufe  of  wonder. 

My  heart  is  your's,  you  know  my  mind, 

In  vain  to  anfwcr  nay  ; 
But  will  you  be  tor  ever  kind, 

For  ever  and  a  day  ? 

Your  faith,  if  proof  to  female  wile^ 
And  beauty's  fvveet  alluring  fmiles, 

You'll  never  play  the  rover; 
Nor  I  of  cold  neglect  accufe, 
Or  in  the  lordly  hulband  lofe 

The  fond  the  tender  lover. 
My  heart  is  your's,  &c. 

VERSE  for  RALPH,  in  the  Vaudvllle,  after  PATTY. 

Captain  Ralph,  my  Lord  will  dab  me. 

Soon  I'll  mount  a  huge  cockade  ; 
Mounfeer  (hall  powder,  queue,  and  club  me, 

'Gad,  I'll  be  a  roaring  blade. 

If  Fan  mail  offer  once  to  (hub  me, 

When  in  fcarlet  all  array 'd ; 
Or  my  feather  dare  to  drub  me, 

Frown  your  worft-— -but  who's  afraid  ? 
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Tofpeak  my  mind  of  woman  kind, 
Let  me  fly      •         hence  tyrant  fafhion9 
When  you  meet  a  tender  creature, 
O  !  what  ajimpleton  'was  I, 
Women's  tongues  are  like  mill-clappers, 
Oh  leave  me,  in  pity  !  The  faljhood  I  fc 
Who'll  buy  good  luck,  ewho  II  buy,  who'll  buy 
"  Who  upon  the  oozy  beech, 
T'hen  hey  for  a  frolickfome  life  ! 
My  life,  my  joy,  my  blejfing, 
Tield  who  will  to  forms  a  martyr, 
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M  L»CC   L 


T    O 
Ma.        BEARD. 

S  I  R, 

IT  is  with  great  pleafure  I  embrace  this  opportunity 
to  acknowledge  the  favours  I  have  received  from  you. 
Among  others  I  would  mention  in  particular,  the  warmth 
with  which  you  efpoufed  this  piece  in  its  paflage  to  the 
ftage  ;  but  I  am  afraid  it  would  be  thought  a  compli 
ment  to  your  good-nature,  too  much  at  the  expence  of 
your  judgment. 

IF  what  I  now  venture  to  lay  before  the  public  is 
confidered  merely  as  a  piece  of  dramatic  writing,  it  will 
certainly  be  found  to  have  very  little  merit :  in  that 
light  no  one  can  think  more  indifferently  of  it  than  I  do 
myfelf ;  but  I  believe  I  may  venture  to  aflfert,  on  your 
opinion,  that  fome  of  the  fongb  are  tolerable ;  that  the 
mufic  is  more  pleafmg  than  has  hitherto  appeared  in 
compofuions  of  this  kind  ;  and  the  words  better  adapted, 
conndering  the  nature  of  the  airs,  which  are  not  com 
mon  ballads,  than  could  be  expecled,  fuppofing  any  de 
gree  of  poetry  to  be  preferved  in  the  verification. 

MORE  than  this  few  people  expecl  in  an  Opera  ;  and 

if  fome  of  the  feverer  critics  mould  be  inclined  to  blame 

your  indulgence  to  one  of  the  firft  attempts  to  a  young 

A  2  writer, 


IT  DEDICATION. 

writer,  I  am  perfuaded  the  public  in  general  will  ap 
plaud  your  endeavour  to  provide  them  with  fomething 
new,  in  a  fpecies  of  entertainment  in  which  the  per 
formers  at  your  theatre  fo  eminently  excel. 

You  may  perceive,  Sir,  that  I  yield  a  punctual  ob- 
fervance  to  the  injunctions  you  laid  upon  me,  when  I 
threatened  you  with  this  addrefs,  and  make  it  rather  a 
preface  than  a  dedication  :  and  yet  I  muft  confefs  I  can 
harldly  reconcile  thofe  formalities  which  render  it  inde 
licate  to  pay  praifes  where  all  the  world  allows  them  to 
be  due  ;  nor  can  I  eafily  conceive  why  a  man  fhould  be 
fo  ftudioua  to  deferve  what  he  does  not  dcfire  :  but  fmce 
you  will  not  allow  me  to  offer  any  panegyric  to  you,  I 
muft  haften  to  beftow  one  upon  myfelf,  and  let  the  public 
know  (which  was  my  chief  defign  in  this  introduction) 
that  I  have  the  happinefs  to  be, 


S  I  R, 

Your  moft  obliged, 

and  moil  obedient  fervant, 

The   AUTHOR., 


A  Table  of  the  Songs,  with  the  Names  of  the  feveral 
Compofers.  N.  B.  Thofe  marked  thus*  were  com- 
pofed  on  purpofe  for  this  Opera. 

A  New  Overture  by  Mr.  Abel. 
A  C  T    I. 

i  Hope  thou  nurfe  of  young  defire  Mr.  Weldon 

z  Whence  can  you  inherit  Abos 

3  My  heart's  my  own,  my  will  is  free  Arne 

4  When  once  love's  fubtile  poifon  gain*  Arne 
5#Oh  had  I  been  by  Fate  decreed  Howard 
6  Gentle  youth,  ah  tell  me  why  Arne 
7*Still  in  hones  to  get  the  better  Arne 

8  There  was  a  jolly  miller  once 

9  Let  gay  ones  and  great  B.'ildon 

10  The  honeft  heart  whofc  thought*  are  fr«e  Fefting 

11  Well,  well,  fay  no  more  L«r/-y  Corgan 

12  Cupid,  god  of  foft  perfuafion  Gardini 

13  How  happy  were  my  days  till  now  Arne 

14  A  medley 

ACT    II. 

15  W«  women  like  weak  Indians  trade  P  ir  diet 

16  Think  my  fairetf ,  how  delay  Artie 
i7*Believe  me,  dear  aaant  Arne 
j8  When  I  follow'd  a  lafs  that  was  forward  and  Ihy 

19  Let  rakes  and  libertines  refign'd  Handel 

20  How  bleft  the  maid  whofe  bofom  Callupi 
u  In  vain  I  every  art  aflay  Arne 
22  Bcgoue,  I  agree  Arne 
*3  Oh  how  fliaU  I  in  language  weak  €arjr 

24  Young  I  am,  and  fore  afraid  Gallupi 

25  Oons  neighbour  ne'er  blufh  Arne 

26  My  Dolly  was  the  faireft  thing  Handel 
a 7  Was  ever  poor  fellow  Agus 

28  Ceafe,  gay  feduc«rs,  pride  to  take  Arne 

29  Since  Hodge  proves  ungrateful  Arne 

30  In  love  ihould  there  meet  a  fond  pair  Bernard 
3i*Well  come  let  us  hear. 

ACT    III. 

32  The  world  is  a  well  furniih'd  table  Arn« 

33  It  is  not  wealth,  it  is  not  birth  Gardini 
34*The  traveller  benighted  Arne 

35  If  ever  a  fond  inclination  Geminiani 

36  Plague  o'  thefe  wenches,  &c.                            St.  Patrick's  Daf 
37*How  much  fuperior  beauty  awes  Howard 

38  When  we  fee  a  lover  languish  Arne 

39  All  I  wilh  in  her  obtaining  Arne 

40  If  ever  I'm  catch'd  in  thofe  regions  Bojrce 
41*60,  naughty  man,  I  can't  abide  yo»  Arne 
42  Hence  with  care*  Boyce 
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're  linet  dijlirgtr.jhtd  by  inverted  comas,  '  tbutj  are  emitted  i* 
the  repreftntation» 


ACT    I.        SCENE    I. 

'A  garden  fivitb  fatuity  fountains,  andjlower-poti*     Several 
Arbour  sr  appear  in  the  Jide-fcenes :  Ross  ETTA  «WLu~ 


CINDA  art  discovered  at  work,  feated  upon  two  garden- 
cbairs. 


A  I  R    I. 

Rofletta.     TT°  ?E>'  thcu  wfg  of  young  dtfirt^ 
^  J      Fa  fry  protniftr  of  joy  ; 
Fainted  vapour^  gloiu-imorm  Jire^ 


,   that  nttr  can  chj  : 

Luclnda.  Hop*!  tkou  tarneft  of  dfligbt^ 
So/tefl  fool  her  of  tbt  mind\ 
Balmy  cordial,  proffefl  bright^ 
Sureji  friend  the  ivretcbedfind  : 

Both.         Kind  deceiver  i  fatter  fill^ 

Deal  out  pleajttres  unpffijl  ; 
With  /A)  dreatni  my  fancy  fill^ 
And  in  --u.-ijbes  make  me  bleft* 

Lucin.  Heigho  -  RcffeUa  ? 

Roffl  Well,  child,  what  do  you  fay  ? 

Lucin.  'Tis  a  tlevilifh  thing  to  live  in  a  village  an  hun 
dred  miles  from  the  capital,  with  a  prepollerous  gouty  fa 
ther,  and  a  fuperannuated  maiden  aunt.*—  I  am  heartily 
fick  of  my  fituation, 

B 


i  LOVE  IN  A  VILLAGE. 

Ro/l  And  with  reafon— But  'tis  in  a  great  meafure 
your  own  fault :  here  is  this  Mr.  Euftace,  a  man  of  cha 
racter  and  family  ;  he  likes  you,  you  like  him  ;  you 
know  one  another's  minds,  and  yet  you  will  not  refolvc 
to  make  yourfelf  happy  with  him. 

AIR    II. 

Whence  can  you  inherit 

Sojfa-vijk  afpirit  ? 
Cenjin'd  thus  and  chained  la  a  log  f 

Now  fondSd,  no'vj  chidt 

Permitted,  forbid: 
'Tis  leading  tbt  life  of  a  dog* 

For  Jbame,  you  a  lower  I 

Morefrmneft  difcover  ; 
Take  courage,  nor  here  longer  mope  ; 

Reftft  and  be  free, 

Run  riot  like  me, 
And  to  perfefi  the  pifture,  elope. 

Lucln.  And  this  is  your  advice  ? 

Rof.  Poiitively. 

Lucin.  Here's  my  hand  j  politively  I'll  follow  it— I 
have  already  fent  to  my  gentleman,  who  is  now  in  the 
country,  to  let  him  know  he  may  come  hither  this  day  ; 
we  will  make  ufe  of  the  opportunity  to  fettle  all  prelimi 
naries—And  then — But  take  notice,  whenever  we  de 
camp,  you  march  off  along  with  us. 

Rojf.  Oh  !  madam,  your  fervant ;  I  have  no  inclina 
tion  to  be  left  behind,  I  allure  you — But  you  fay  you 
got  acquainted  with  this  fparkj  while  you  were  with 
your  mother  during  her  laft  illnefs  at  Bath,  fo  that  your 
father  has  never  feen  him  ? 

Lucin.  Never  in  his  life,  my  dear  j  and  I  am  confident 
he  entertains  not  the  lead  fufpicion  of  my  having  any 
fuch  connexion  :  my  aunt,  indeed,  has  her  doubts  and 
furmifes  j  but,  belides  that  my  father  will  not  allow 
any  one  to  be  wifer  than  himfelf,  it  is  an  eitablifhed  max 
im  between  thefe  affectionate  relations,  never  to  agree  in 
any  thing. 
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»  Except  being  abfurd  ;  you  muft  allow  they  fym- 
paihize  perfectly  in  that—  —But  now  we  are  on  the  (ub- 
jecl,  I  delirc  to  know  what  I  am  to  do  with  this  wickca 
eld  juftice  of  peace,  this  libidinous  father  of  yours  ? 
He  fol  ows  me  about  the  houfe  like  a  tame  goat. 

Lucin.  Nay,  I'll  afluie  you  he  has  been  a  wag  in  his 
time  —  you  muft  have  a  care  of  yourfelf. 

Roff.  Wretched  me  !  to  fall  into  fuch  hnnds,  who  have 
been  juft  forced  to  run  away  from  my  parents  to  avoid 
an  odious  marriage  -  You  fmile  at  th  it  now  ;  and  I 
know  you  think  me  whimfical,  as  you  have  often  told 
me  ;  but  you  muil  excufe  my  being  a  little  over  delicate 
in  this  particular. 

A  I  R    III. 

JV/y  heart's  my  o<vcn,  my  will  isfrte, 

Andfojhall  be  my  <voice  • 
No  mortal  manfball  ived  with  mt9 
i  viade  my  choice. 


Let  parent*  rule,  cry  nature's  laws  ; 
And  children  Jlill  obey  ; 

is  then  then  no  facing  chuff  t 
tyrannic  Jhuay  ? 


Lucin.  Well,  but  my  dear  mad  girl  — 

Ro/.  Lucinda,  don't  talk  to  me  —  Was  your  father  to 
go  to  London,  meet  there  by  accident  with  an  old  fel 
low  as  wrong-headed  as  himfeif  ;  and  in  a  fit  of  abfurd 
friendship  a^ree  to  marry  you  to  that  old  fellow's  fon, 
whom  you  had  never  feen,  without  confulting  your  in 
clinations,  or  allowing  you  a  negative,  in  cafe  he  fhouid 
not  prove  agreeable  - 

Lucin.  Why,  I  fliould  think  it  a  little  hard,  I  confefs— 
yet,  when  I  fee  you  in  the  character  of  a  chambermaid— 

Rojf.  It  is  the  only  character,  my  dear,  in  which  I 
could  hope  to  lie  concealed  ;  and  I  can  tell  you,  I  was 
reduced  to  the  laft  extremity,  when,  in  confequence  of 
our  old  boarding-fchool  friendlhip,  I  applied  to  you  to 
receive  me  in  this  capacity  :  for  we  expeded  the  parties 
the  very  next  week. 

B  2  Lucin% 
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Lucin.  But  had  not  you  a  mefTage  from  your  intended 
fpoufe,  to  let  you  know  he  was  as  little  inclined  to  fuch 
ill-concerted  nuptials  as  you  were  ? 

Rojf.  More  than  fo ;  he  wrote  to  advife  me,  by  all 
means,  to  contrive  fome  method  of  breaking  them  off, 
for  he  had  rather  return  to  his  dear  ftudies  at  Oxford  ; 
and  after  that,  what  hopes  could  I  have  of  being  happy 
with  him  ? 

Lucin.  Then  you  are  not  at  all  uneafy  at  the  ftrange 
route  you  mult  have  occafioned  at  home  ?  I  warrant, 
during  this  month  you  have  been  abfent — 

Rojf.  Oh  !  don't  mention  it,  iny  dear  ;  I  have  had  fo 
many  admirers  fince  1  commenced.  Abigail,  that  I  am 
quite  charmed  with  my  fituation — But  hold,  who  ftalks 
yonder  into  the  yard,  that  the  dogs  are  fo  glad  to  fee  ? 

Lucin.  Daculy  Hawthorn,  as  I  live !  He  is  come  to 
pay  my  father  a  vifit ;  and  never  more  luckily,  for  he 
always  forces  him  abroad.  By  the  way,  what  will  you 
do  with  yourfelf  while  I  ftep  into  the  houfe  to  fee  after  my 
trufty  meffenger,  Hodge..? 

R-Jf.  No  matter,  1*11  fit  down  in  that  arbour  and  lifter* 
to  the  ringing  of  the  birds  :  you  know  I  am  fond  of  me 
lancholy  amufemeuts. 

Lucin.  So  it  feems,  indeed  :  fure,  RofTetta,  none  of 
your  atimirers  had  power  to  touch  your  heart ;  you  are 
not  in  love,  »  hope  ? 

Rflff'.  In  love  !  that's  pleafrnt :  who  do  you  fuppofe  I 
Jhould  be  in  love  with,  prjy  ? 

Lucin.  Why,  let  me  fee What  do  you  think  of. 

Thoma?,  cur" gardener  ?  There  he  is,  at  the  other  end 
of  the  walk — He's  a  pretty  young  man,  and  the  iervams 
fay  he's  always  writing  verfes  on  you. 

Rofl.  Indeed,  Lucinda,  you  are  very  filly. 

Lucin.  Indeed,  Rofletta,  that  bluJh  makes  you  look 
very  handfome* 

Rojf.  Blufh  !  I  am  fure  I  don't  bluih. 

Lucin.  Ha,  har  ha  ! 

Roff.  Pfliaw,  Lucinda,  how  can  you  be  fo  ridiculous  ? 

Lucin.  Well,  don't  be  angry,  and  I  have  done— But 
fuppofe  you  did  like  him,  how  could  you  help  yourfelf? 


A  I  R 
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AIR    IV. 

When  once  Love's  fubtile  pofin  gains 

A  pajjage  to  the  femalt  breaji  ; 
Like  lightning  rujhing  through  the  *vtini, 

Each  <wijh,  and  every  thought's  poj/tji. 
70  heal  the  pangs  our  minds  tndure^ 

Rfafon  in  vain  its  Jklll  applies  ; 
Nought  can  afford  the  heart  a  ture% 

But  what  is  pleajing  to  the  eyes. 


S  C  E  N  E    II. 
Enter  YOUNG  MEADOWS. 

K  Mtaabws.  Let  me  fee — on  the  fifteenth  of  June 
al  half  an  hour  pad  five  in  the  morning  (taking  out  a 
p<,cktt-book)  I  left  my  father's  houie,  unknown  to  anyone, 
having  made  free  with  a  coat  and  jacket  of  our  gardener's 
which  fitted  me,  by  way  of  adifguile:— fo  fays  my  pocket- 
book  ;  and  chance  directing  me  to  this  village,  on  the 
twentieth  of  the  fame  month  I  procured  a  recommenda 
tion  to  the  wodhipful  JulHce  Woodcock,  to  he  rhe  fu- 
perintendant  of  his  pumpkins  and  cabbages,  becaufe  I 
would  let  my  father  fee  I  chofe  to  run  any  lengths  ra 
ther  than  fubmit  to  what  his  obftinacy  would  have  forced 
me,  a  marriage  againft  my  inclination,  with  a  woman  I 
never  favv.  (Puts  up  the  book  an  J  takes  up  a  iva/ehng-f>otj. 
Here  I  have  been  three  weeks,  and  in  that  time  I  am  as 
much  altered  as  if  I  changed  my  nature  with  my  habft. 
'Sdeath,  to  fall  in  love  with  a  chambermaid  !  And'yet,  if 
1  could  forget  that  I  am  the  fon  and  heir  of  Sir  William 
Meadows — But  that's  impolfible. 

A  I  R    V.  f 

O  /  had  I  been  by  Fate  decreed 

Sinif  bwnble.  (ottage  f<wain  ; 
In  fair  Rolletta's  fiiht  to  fted 

My  Jhep  upon  tht  plain  j 

B  3  What 
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What  b/ifs  had  I  been  born  to  tafle^ 
Which  nc<w  1  ne'er  tnuft  know  ? 

Ye  envious  po<uSrs  !  why  haw  ye  plat? d 
Myfuironis  lotfo  Sow  ? 

Ha  !  who  was  it  I  had  a  glimpfe  of  as  I  pafl  by  that  ar 
bour  !  Was  it  not  fhe  fat  reading  there  !  The  trembling 
of  my  heart  tells  me  my  eyes  were  not  miitaken — Here 
fhe  comes, 

SCENE    III. 
YOUNG  MEADOWS,  ROSSETTA. 

Rojf.  Lucinda  was  certainly  in  the  right  of  it,  and  yet 
J  blufh  to  own  my  weaknefs  even  to  myfelf — Marry  hang 
the  fellow,  for  not  being  a  gentleman, 

Y.  Meadows*  I  am  determined  I  won't  fpeak  to  her 
(turning  to  a  reft- tree,  and  -plucking  the  flowers*)  Now  or 
never  is  the  time  to  conquer  mylelf :  befides  I  have  fome 
reafon  to  believe  the  girl  has  no  averfion  to  me  :  and,  as 
I_wifh  not  to  do  her  an  injury,  it  would  be  cruel  to  fill 
her  head  with  notions  of  what  can  never  happen  (hums 
atut.e.)  Plhaw  !  rot  thefe  rofes,  how  they  prick  one's 
fingers  ! 

R'ff.  He  takes  no  notice  of  me  ;  but  fo  much  the  bet- 
ttr,  I'll  be  as  indifferent  as  he  is.  1  am  fure  the  poor 
lad  likes  me  ;  and  if  I  was  to  give  him  any  encourage 
ment,  I  fuppofe  the  next  thing  he  talked  of  would  be 
buying  a  ring,  and  being  alked  in  church— Oh,  dear 
pride,  1  thank  you  for  that  thought. 

7.  Mtodz*w-*  Hah,  going  without  a  word !  a  look ! 
— I  can't  bear  that— Mrs,  Rofletta,  I  am  gathering  a  few 
rofcs  here,  if  you  pleafe  to  take  them  in  with  you. 

Rtjf.  Thank  you,  Mr.  Thomas,  but  all  my  ladj's 
fiower-pots  are  full. 

/'.  AfcuAw.  Will  you  accept  of  them  for  yourfelf, 
tnen  ?  (catching  hold  cf  her.)  What's  the  matter  ?  you 
look  as  if  you  were  angry  with  me, 

Rojf.  Pray  let  go  my  hand. 

Y.  Meadows.  Nay,  pr'ythee,  why  is  this  ?  you  fhan't 
go,  I  have  fomething  to  fay  to  you. 

Ri/.  Well,  but  1  muft  go,  I  will  go ;  I  defire,  Mr. 
Thomas— 

AIR 
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AIR    VI. 

Gentle  youth,  ah,  tell  me  why 
Still  you  force  me  thui  to  fly  j 
Ceaff,  oh  !  ceaft,  to  ptrjciere. 
Speak  not  what  1  muji  not  hear  • 
To  my  heart  its  eoft  reftore  ; 
Co ,  and  never  fit  me  mon . 


SCENE     IV. 

YOUNG  IVLEADOW5. 

This  girl  is  a  riddle — That  (he  loves  me,  I  think  there 
is  no  room  to  doubt ;  (he  takes  a  thoufand  opportunities 
to  let  me  fee  it:  and  yet  when  I  fpeak  to  her,  (he  will 
hardly  give  me  an  anfwer  ;  and  if  1  attempt  the  fmalleil 
familiarity,  is  gone  in  an  infhnt — I  feel  my  paifion  for 
her  grow  every  day  more  and  more  violent — Well,  would 
I  marry  her  ?  would  1  make  a  miftrefs  of  her  if  I  could  ? 
Two  things,  called  prudence  and  honour,  forbid  either. 
What  am  I  purfuing,  then  ?  A  Ihudow.  Sure  my  evil 
genius  laid  this  fnare  in  my  way.  However,  there  is 
one  comfort,  it  is  in  my  power  to  fly  from  it ;  if  fo, 
why  do  I  nefitate  ?  I  am  diflra&ed,  unable  to  deter- 
mine  any  thing. 

A  I  R    VII, 

Still  in  hopes  to  get  the  better 

Of  my  jlubborn  flame  I  try  ; 
Swear  this  moment  to  forget  her^ 

And  the  next  my  oath  deny. 
Now  prepared  with  fcorn  to  treat  hart 

Erfry  charm  in  thought  I  brave  • 
my  freedom,  fly  to  meet  to  hert 

And  cwf'fs  t*}f'!f  ajttrve. 


SCENE 
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SCENE    V. 

A  kail  in  Juflice  Wo o D c o K'J  houfe.  Enter  HAIVTHORM 
with  afoivling-pitce  in  bis  handf  ^  and  a  net  with  birdi  at 
bis  girdle :  ani  afterwards  Jufice  Wo  o  D  co  C  K . 

A  I  R    VIII. 

There  teas  a  jolly  miller  onct, 

Lw'd  on  the  river  Dee  ; 
He  worked  and  fung,  from  morn  till  night  ; 

No  lark  more  biythe  than  be. 
And  this  the  burthen  of  his  fong^ 

For  ever  u?d  to  be, 
1  care  for  nobody,  not  I9 

If  no  one  cares  for  me* 

Houfe  here,  houfe  !  what  all  gadding,  all  abroad  ;  houfe 
I  fay,  hilli  ho  ho  ! 

J.  Woodcock.  Here's  a  noife,  here's  a  racket !  William, 
Robert,  Hodge !  why  does  not  fomebody  anfwer  ?  Odds 
my  life,  I  believe  the  fellows  have  loft  their  hearing ! 
(Entering)  Oh  matter  Hawthorn  !  I  guefled  it  was  fome 
fuch  mad  cap— Are  you  there  ?  -i 

Hanvtb.  Am  I  here  ?  Yes :  and  if  you  had  been  where 
I  was  three  hours  ago,  you  would  find  the  good  effects 
of  it  by  this  time  :  but  you  have  got  the  lazy  unwhole- 
fome  London  fafhion,  of  lying  a  bed  in  a  morning,  and 
there's  gout  for  you — Why,  Sir,  I  have  not  been  in  bed 
five  minutes  after  fun-rife  thefe  thirty  years,  am"  gene 
rally  up  before  it  j  and  I  never  took  a  dofe  of  phyfic  but 
once  in  my  life,  and  that  was  in  compliment  to  a  coufm 
of  mine,  an  apothecary,  that  had juft  fet  up  bulinefs. 

J.  Woodcock.  Well  but,  matter  Hawthorn,  let  me  tell 
you,  you  know  nothing  of  the*  matter  j  for  I  fay  deep  is 
neceilary  for  a  man  j  ay  and  I'll  maintain  it. 

Hawtb.  What,  when  I  maintain  the  contrary  ?— 
Look  you,  neighbour  Woodcock,  you  are  a  rich  man,  a 
man  of  worfhip,  a  juftice  of  peace,  and  nil  that ;  but 
learn  to  know  the  refpedt  that  is  due  to  the  found  from 
the  infirm ;  and  allow  me  that  fuperiority  a  good  con- 
ftitution  gives  me  over  you — Health  is  the  greatett  of 

all 
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all  pofleflions  ;  and  'tis  a  maxim  with  me,  that  an  hale 
cobler  is  a  better  man  a  Tick  king. 

J.  Woodcock.  Well,  well,  you  arc  a  fportfman. 

Hawth.  And  fo  would  you  too,  if  you  would  take  my 
advice.  A  fportfman  !  why  there  is  nothing  like  it :  I 
would  not  exchange  the  fatisfaclion  I  feel  while  1  am 
beating  the  lawns  and  thickets  about  my  little  farm,  for 
all  the  entertainments  and  pageantry  in  Chriftendom. 

AIR    IX. 

Let  gay  ones  and  great 

Male  the  moft  of  their  fate  ; 
From  f  leaf ure  to  pleafure  they  run  : 

Well)  me  bo  cares  ajofj 

I  envy  them  not, 
If 'bile  I  have  my  dog  and  my  gun* 

For  exercife,  «/>, 

To  the  fields  I  reft  air , 
With  fpirits  unclouded  and  light  : 

Toe  blij/es  //*</, 

No  flings  leave  behin^ 
But  health  and  diverfon  unite. 


SCENE    VI. 

JUSTICE  WOODCOCK,  HAWTHORN,  HODGE. 

Hodge*  Did  your  worfhip  call,  Sir  ? 

7.  Woodcock.  Call,  Sir ;  where  have  you  and  the  re  ft 
of  thefe  rafcals  been  ?  but  1  fuppofe  I  need  not  afk— 
You  mull  know  there  is  a  ftutute,  a  fair  for  hiring  fer- 
vants,  held  upon  my  green  to-day  ;  we  have  it  uiually 
at  this  feafon  of  the  year,  and  it  never  fails  to  put  all 
the  rolks  hereabout  out  of  their  i'enfes. 

Hodge.  Lord,  your  honour,  look  out,  and  fee  what  a 
nice  fhow  they  taake  yonder  ;  they  had  got  pipers,  and 
fidlers,  and  were  dancing  as  I  came  along,  for  dear  life 
-~I  never  faw  fuch  a  mortal  throng  in  our  village  in  all 
my  born  days  again. 

Hawth.  Why  I  like  this  now,  this  is  as  it  mould  be. 

J.  Woodcock* 
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J.  Woodcock.  No,  no,  Vis  a  very  foolifh  piece  of  bufi- 
nefs ;  good  for  nothing  but  to  promote  idlenefs  and  the 
getting  of  baftards :  but  I  ftiall  take  meafures  for  prevent 
ing  it  another  year,  and  I  doubt  whether  I  am  not  fuffi- 
ciently  authorized  already ;  for  by  an  aft  patted  Anno 
undecitno  Caroii  primi,  which  impowers  a  juftice  of  peace, 
who  is  lord  of  the  inunor 

Hawth.  Come,  conie,  never  mind  the  ad  ;  let  me  tell 
you  th's  is  a  very  proper,  a  very  ufeful  meeting  ;  I  want 
a  fervantor  two  myfelf,  I  muft  go  fee  what  your  market 
aft  T  Is ; — and  you  (hall  go,  and  the  girls,  my  little  Lucy 
and  the  other  young  rogue,  and  we'll  make  a  day  on't  a& 
well  as  the  reft. 

y.  Woodcock.  I  wifh,  matter  Hawthorn,  I  could  teach  you 
to  be  a  little  more  fedate  :  why  wont  you  take  pattern  by 
me,  and  confider  your  dignity! — Odds  heart,  I  don't 
wonder  you  are  not  a  rich  man  j  you  laugh  too  much 
ever  to  be  rich. 

Hawth.  Right,  neighbour  Woodcock  !  health,  good- 
humour,  and  competence,  is  my  motto  :  and  if  my  exe 
cutors  have  a  mind,  they  are  welcome  to  make  it  my 
epitaph, 

AIR    X. 

The  honejl  heart  ^  ivbofe  thoughts  are  char 

Fram  fraud^  difguife,  and  guile ', 
Need  neither  fortune's  frowning  Jear^ 

Nor  court  the  harlot's  f mile. 

*The  greatnefs  that  would  make  us  grave 

Is  hut  an  empty  thing  ; 
What  more  than  mirth  would  mortals 

The  chearful  man's  a  king* 


SCENE    VII. 
LUCINDA,  HODGE. 

Lucin.  Rift,  hsft,  Hodge! 
Hodge.  Who  calls  ?  here  am  I. 
Well,  have  you  been  ? 
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.  Been,  ay  I  ha*  been  far  enough,  an  that  be 
all :  you  never  knew  any  thing  fall  out  fo  crofsly  in  your 
born  days. 

Lucia.  Why,  what's  the  matter  ? 

Hodge.  Why  you  know,  I  dare  not  take  a  horfc  out  of 
his  worfhip's  itables  this  morning,  for  fear  it  ihouid  be 
milled,  and  breed  queltions ;  and  our  old  nag  at  home 
was  fo  cruelly  beat  i'th'hoofs,  that,  poor  beaft,  it  had 
not  a  foot  to  fet  to  ground  ;  fo  I  was  fain  to  go  to  far 
mer  Plough  (hare's,  at  the  Grange,  to  borrow  the  loan 
of  his  bald  filly  :  and  would  you  think  it  \  after  walking 
all  that  way—de'el  from  me,  if  the  croft-grained  toad 
•did  not  deny  me  the  favour. 

Lucin.  Unlucky  ! 

Hodge.  Well,  then  I  went  my  ways  to  the  King's- 
head  in  the  village,  but  all  their  cattle  were  at  plough  : 
and  I  was  as  far  to  feek  below  at  the  turnpike  :  fo  at  laft, 
for  want  of  a  better,  I  was  forced  to  take  up  with  dame 
Quickfet's  blind  mare. 

Lucin.  Oh,  then  you  have  been  ? 

Hodge.    Yes,  yes,  I  ha*  been. 

Lucin.  P(ha !  Why  did  not  you  fey  fo  at  once  ? 

Hodee.  Aye,  but  I  have  had  a  main  tirefome  jaunt 
on'r,  for  fhe  is  a  forry  jade  at  belt. 

Lucia.  Well,  well,  did  you  fee  Mr.  Euftace,  aitd  what 
did  he  fay  to  you  ? — Come,  quick— have  you  e'er  a  let 
ter  ? 

Hodge.  Yes,  he  gave  me  a  letter,  if  I  ha'na  loft  it. 

Lucin.  Loft  it,  man  ! 

Hodge,  Nay,  nay,  have  a  bit  of  patience  :  adwawns,  you 
are  always  in  fuch  a  hurry  (rummaging  bit  pockett)  I  put 
it  fomewhere  in  this  waiftcoat  pocket.  Oh  here  it  is. 

Luncin*  So,  give  it  me  (reads  the  letter  to  ^rfr/f.J 

Hodge.  Lord-a-mercy  !  how  my  arms  achs  \vith  beat 
ing  that  plaguy  beaft  ;  I'll  be  han^'d  if  1  won'iia  rather 
ha'  thrafti'd  half  a  day,  than  ha*  ridden  her. 

Lucia.  Well,  Hodge,  you  have  done  your  bufinefs 
very  well. 

Hodgt.  Well,   have  not  I  now  ? 

Lufin.  Yes — Mr.  Euftace  tells  me  in  this  letter,  that 
he  will  be  in  the  green  lane,  at  the  other  end  of  the  vil 
lage,  by  twelve  o'clock — You  know  where  he  came  be 
fore. 
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Hodge.  Ay,  ay. 

Lucin.  Well,  you  muft  go  there ;  and  wait  till  he  ar 
rives,  and  watch  your  opportunity  to  introduce  him  acrofs 
the  fields,  into  the  little  fummer-houfe,  on  the  left  fide 
of  the  garden. 

Hodge.  That's  enough. 

Lucia.  But  take  particular  care  that  nobody  fees  you, 

Hodge.  I  warrant  you. 

Lucin.  Nor  for  your  life  drop  a  word  of  it  to  any 
mortal. 

Hodge.  Never  fear  me. 

Lucin.  And  Hodge 

AIR    XL 

Hodge.     Well,  nvett,  fay  no  more  ; 
Sure  you  told  me  before  \ 
I  fee  the  full  length  of  my  leather  j 
Do  you  think  Pm  a  fool, 
'That  I  need  go  tofchool? 
1  can  f pel  I  you  and  put  you  together. 

Jl  ivord  to  tbetwife. 

Will  alivays  fujfice ; 
Add  (niggers  go  talk  to  your  parrot ; 

Fm  not  fuch  an  elfe, 

Though  Ifuy  it  myfilf) 
But  1  know  ajkeefs  head  from  a  carrot. 

SCENE    VIII. 
LUCINDA. 

How  fevere  is  my  cafe !  Here  I  am  obliged  to  carry  on 
a  clandeftine  correlpondence  with  a  man  in  all  refpecls 
my  equal,  becaufe  the  cddity  of  my  father's  temper  is 
fuch,  that  I  dare  not  tell  him  I  have  ever  yet  feen  the 
perfon  I  (hould  like  to  marry— But  perhaps  he  has  quality 
in  his  eye,  and  hopes,  one  day  or  other,  as  I  am  his  only 
child,  to  match  me  with  a  titlg*— vain  imagination  ! 


AIR 
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A  I  R    XII. 

,  God  off.ft  perfuafton, 
Take  the  btlpttfi  /over's  part : 
ztj  ohfeixe  forne  kind  occafion, 
7o  reward  a  faithful  heart. 

Ju/ily  thofe  we  tyrants  call, 
Who  the  body  'would  enthral ; 
Tyrants  of  more  cruel  kind, 
Theft  'who  'would  enjlaiie  the  mir.d* 

What  is  grandeur  ?  foe  to  reft  , 
Childijh  mummery  at  bejl  ; 
Happy  I  in  humble  Jl ate  ; 
Catch,  ye  fools ',  the  glittering  bait. 

SCENE     IX. 

Afitld  <vctth  a  Jlile.     Enter  HODGE,  follow*!  -with  MAR 
GERY  ;  and  in  fame  time  after,  enter  YOUNG  MEADOWS. 

Hodge.  What  does  the  wench  follow  me  for  ?  Odds 
flefh,  folk  may  well  talk,  to  fee  5*011  dangling  after  me 
every  where,  like  a  tantony  pig  :  rind  fome  other  road, 
can't  you;  and  don't  keep  wherreting  me  with  your 
tionfenfe. 

Marg.  Nay,  pray  you  Hodge  (hy,  and  let  me  fpeak 
to  you  a  bit, 

Hodge.  Well ;   what  fayn  you  ? 

Marg.  Dear  heart,  how  can  you  be  fo  barbarous  ? 
and  is  rhis  the  way  you  ferve  me  after  all ;  and  won't 
you  keep  your  word,  Hodge  ? 

Hodge.  Why  no  I  won't,  I  tell  you  ;  I  have  chang'd 
my  mind. 

Marg^  Nay  but  furely,  furely — Confider  Hodge,  you 
are  obligated  in  confcicncc  to  make  me  an  honed  woman. 

Hodge.  Obligated  in  confciencc  !   How  am  I  obligured  i 

Marg.  Becaufe  you  are;  and  none  but  the  biifcit  of 
rogues  would  bring  a  poor  girl  to  (hamc,  and  afuv»\ 
her  to  the  wide  world. 

t:  //   it. 
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Hodge.  Bring  you  to  (hame  !  Don't  make  me  fpeak, 
Madge,  don't  make  me  fpeak. 

Madge.  Yes  do,  fpeak  your  worfh 

Hodge.  Why  then,  if  you  go  to  that,  you  were  fain 
to  leave  your  own  village  down  in  the  Weft,  for  a  baft- 
ard  you  had  by^the  clerk  of  the  parilh,  and  I'll  bring  the 
man  (hall  fay  it  to  your  face. 

Marg.  No,  no,  Hodge,  'tis  no  fuch  thing,  'tis  a  bafe 
lie  of  fanner  Ploughshare's — But  I  know  what  makes 
you  falfe-hearted  to  me,  that  you  may  keep  company 
with  young  madam's  waiting-woman,  and  I  am  fure  (he's 
no  fit  body  for  a  poor  man's  wife, 

Hodge*  How  mould  you  know  what  (lie's  fit  for  ?  She's 
fit  for  as  much  as  you  mayhap  ;  don't  find  fault  with 
your  betters,  Madge  [Seeing  Young  Meadows.]  Oh  !  ma 
iler  Thomas,  1  have  a  word  or  two  to  fay  to  you  ;  pray 
<iid  not  you  go  down  the  village  one  day  lafl  week  with 
a  bafket  of  fomething  upon  your  fhoulder  ? 

T.  Meadows.  Well,  and  what  then  ? 

Hodge.  Nay,  not  much,  only  the  oftler  at  the  Green- 
man  was  faying  as  how  there  was  a  paflenger  at  their 
houfe  as  fee'd  you  go  by,  and  faid  he  know'd  you  ;  and 
axt  a  mort  of  queftions — So  I  thought  I'd  tell  you. 

T.  Meadows.  The  devil!  alk  queftions  about  me!  I 
know  nobody  in  this  part  of  the  country  ;  there  mufl  be 
fome  miftake  in  it—  Come  hither,  Hodge. 

Marg.  A  naity  ungrateful  fellow,  to  ufe  me  at  this 
rate,  after  being  to  him  as  I  have. — Well,  well,  I  wifti 
all  poor  girls  would  take  warning  by  my  mifhap,  and 
never  have  nothing  to  fay  to  none  of  them. 

A  I  R    XIII. 

How  happy  were  my  days,  till  now  f 

I  nfer  did  farrow  feel, 
1  rofe  with  joy  to  milk  tny  cow, 

Or  take  my  fyinning-wbee!. 

My  heart  was  lighter  than  afy, 

Like  any  bird  Ifung, 
Till  he  pretended  lo<ve,  and  I 

Belief  d  his  fat  f  ring  tongue. 
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Ob  the  fool,  the  fill  V^fool, 

Ww  '**^j,s  what  man  may  bt ; 
^  "Ijtjb  I  was  a  maid  again ', 

And  in  my  own  country. 

SCENE    X. 

A green  with  the  prof  peel  of  a  village,  and  the  reprefentation 
of  a  flat  ute  or  fair.  Enter  JUSTICE  WOODCOCK,  HAW 
THORN,  Mn.  DEBORAH  WOODCOCK,  LUCINDA,  Ros- 
SETTA,  YOUNG  MEADOWS,  HODGE,  andje ueral coun 
try  people. 

Hodgt.  This  way,  your  worfliip,  this  way.  Why 
don't  you  Hand  slide  there  !  Here's  his  worfliip  acoming, 

Countrymen*  His  worfliip  ! 

J.Woodcock.  Fye,  fye,  what  a  croud's  this !  Odd,  I'll 
put  fome  of  them  in  the  (locks.  [Striking  a  fellow]  Stand 
out  of  the  way,  firrah. 

Hawth.  For  ftiame,  neighbour.  Well,  my  lad,  are 
you  willing  to  ferve  the  king  ? 

Countryman.  Why,  can  you  lift  ma!  Serve  the  king, 
•matter !  no,  no,  I  pay  the  king,  that's  enough  for  me. 
Ho,  ho,  ho ! 

Hatvtb.  Well  faid,  Sturdy-boots. 

J.WoodcocL  Nay,  if  you  talk  to  them,  they'll  anfwer 
you. 

Haivtb.  I  would  have,  them  do  fo,  I  like  they  (hould. 
—Well,  madam,  is  ndt  this  a  fine  fight  f  I  did  not  know 
my  neighbour's  eftate  had  been  fo  well  peopled. — Are  all 
thefe  his  own  tenants  ? 

Mrs.  Dei.  More  than  are  good  of  them,  Mr.  Hawthorn. 
I  don't  like  to  fee  fuch  a  parcel  of  young  huflcys  fleering 
with  the  fellows. 

Haivtb.  There's  a  lafs  [beckning  to  a  country  girL]  Come 
hither,  my  pretty  maid.  What  brings  you  here  [Chuck 
ing  her  under  the  chin.]  Do  you  come  to  look  for  a  fer- 
vice  ? 

C.  Girl.  Yes,  an't  pleafe  you. 

Hawtb.  Well,  and  what  place  are  you  for  ? 

C.  GirU  All  work,  an't  pleafe  you. 
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J.  iT^W.  Ay,  ay,  I  doirt  Jcubt  «  j  any  work  you'll 

put  her  to. 

Mrs.  Deb.  She  looks  like  a  brazen  one—  Gfo  hiinV: 
Hawtb.  Here's  another.     [Catching  a  girl  that  goes  fyj} 

What  health,  what  bloom  !  —  This  is  Nature's  work  ; 

no  art,  no  daubing.     Don't  be  afhamed,  child  ;   thofe 

cheeks  of  thine  are  enough  to  put  a  whole  drawing-room 

out  of  countenance. 


SCENE    XL 

JUSTICE  WOODCOCK,  HAWTHORN,  Mrs.  DEBORAH 
WOODCOCK,  LUCINDA,  ROSSETTA,  YOUNG  MEAD 
OWS,  HODGE,  and  men  and  women  fer*v  ant  f. 

Hodge.  Now,  your  honour,  now  the  fport  will  come* 
The  gut-fcrapers  are  here,  and  fome  among  them  are 
going  to  ling  and  dance.  Why  there's  not  the  like  of 
our  iiatute,  mun,  in  five  counties ;  others  are  but  fools 
to  it. 

Servant-man.  Come,  good  people,  make  a  ring,  and 
{hand  out,  fellow  fervants,  as  many  of  you  as  are  will 
ing,  and  able  to  bear  a=  bob.  We'll  let  my  mailers  and 
miftrefles  fee  we  can  do  fomething  at  leaft  ;  if  they  won't 
hire  us,  it  (han't  be  our  fault.  Strike  up  the  Servants 
Medley. 

A  I  R    XIV. 
HOUSE-MAID. 

J  pray  ye,  gentle*,  lift  to  me, 

Pm  young,  and  jlrong,  and  clean  you  fee  ; 

Pit  not  turn  tail  to  any  Jbe, 

For  'work  thafs  in  the  country. 
Of  all  your  houfe  the  charge  I take 9 
1  waft,.  1  fcrub,  I  brew j  1 bake ; 
And  more  can  do  than  here  Fllfpeakt 
ing  on  your  b  aunty. 


FOOT- 
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FOOTMAN. 

Behold  a  blade,  *wbo  knows  bis  trade 

In  chamber,  hall,  and  entry  ; 
And  what  tbo*  here  I  now  appear % 

l\ie  ferv'd  the  bejl  of  gentry. 
A  footman  would  you  have, 
1  can  drift,  and  comb,  and  jha-iie  ; 
For  I  a  bandy  lad  am  ; 

On  a  mejjage  1  can  go. 

And  flip  a  billet~doux, 
With  your  hnmble  f errant,  madam. 

COOK-MAID. 

nvafjfs  a  good  cook,  my  band  they  muft  croft  • 
For  plain  wbolefome  dijhes  Fm  ne'er  at  a  fafs ; 
And<wbat  are  your  foups,  your  ragouts^  and your  fc 
Compared  to  old  Englijh  roajl  beef? 

CARTER. 

If  you  'want  a  young  man,  with  a  true  honejl  beart^ 
IV bo  knows  bovj  to  manage  a  plough  and  a  cart, 
Here's  one  for  your  purpofe,  come  take  me  and  try  ; 
You  II  fay  y^u  nt'er  met  iuitb  a  better  nor  /, 
Ge  bo  Dobbin,  &c. 

CHORUS. 

My  maJJtrj  and  miftrejfes,  bitber  repair  • 
What  ftr want i  you  want  you  II find  in  our  fair  ; 
Men  and  Maids  fit  for  all  forts  of  ftations  tbere.be  ; 
And,   ajfir  the  wages  *ve  Jbcrft  difagree. 


OF  THE  FIRST  ACT. 


C  3  ACT 
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A  C  T    II        S  C  E  N  E    I. 

A  Par/our  in  JUSTICE  WOODCOCK.^  Houfe. 

LUCJNDA,  EUSTACE. 

Lucia.  X"Tr7"ELL,  am  not  I  a  bold  adventurer,  to 
V  V  bring  you  into  my  father's  houfe  at  noon- 
day  ?  Though,  to  fay  the  truth",  we  are  fafer  here  than 
in  the  garden  j  for  there  is  not  a  human  creature  unde* 
ihe  roof  befides  ourfelves. 

Euji*  Then  why  not  put  our  fcheme  into  execution 
this  moment  ?  I  have  a  poit-chaife  ready. 

Lucin.  Fye  :  how  can  you  talk  fo  lightly  ?  I  proteft 
I  am  afraid  to  have  any  thing. to  do  with  you;  your 
paffion  feems  too  mucn  founded  on  appetite  ;  and  my 
aunt  Deborah  fays — 

EuJL  What !  by  all  the  rapture  my  heart  now  feels — • 

Luciti,  Oh  to  be  fure,  promife  and  vow  ;  it  founds 
prettily,  aud  never  fails  to  impofe  upon  a  fond  female. 

A  I  R    XV. 

We  <zvometi  like  weak  Indians  trade^ 

Whofe  judgment  tinfeijbt'w  decoys ; 
Dupes  to  our  fuliy  <uut  are  made^ 

While  uriful  man  the  gain  trjoys  : 
We  give  our  treafure  to  be  paid^ 

rf  paltry »,  poor  return  !  in  toys. 

Eufl.  Well,  I  fee  you've  a  mind  to  divert  yourfelf 
with  me  j  but  I  wiih  I  could  prevail  on  you  to  be  a  little 
ferious. 

Lucin.  Seripufly  then,  what  would  you  defire  me  to 
fay  r  I  have  promifed  to  run  away  with  you  ;  which  is 
•AS  great  a  conct  ilion  as  any  reafonable  lover  can  expecl 
from  his  miilrefs. 
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Enft.  Yes;  bur,  you  dear  provoking  angel,  you  have 
not  told  me  when  you  will  run  away  with  me. 

Lucin.  Why  that,  I  confefs,  requires  fome  confider- 
ation. 

Eujl.  Yet  remember,  while  you  are  deliberating,  the 
feafon,  now  fo  favourable  to  us,  may  elapiie,  never  ta 


return, 


A  I  R    XVI. 

Think,  myfairej},  bow  delay 

Danger  every  moment  brings  \ 
Tint  fees  fat  ft,  and  wilt  away  ; 

Time  that's  ever  on  its  wings  ; 
Doubting  andfu/pence  at  tejl, 

Lovers  late  repentance  coft\ 
Let  us,  eager  to  be  blejl, 

SfiKfocc  a/ton  e'er  'tis  loft* 

SCENE    II. 

LUCINDA,    EUSTACE,     JUSTICE    WOODCOCK,     Mrt. 
DEBORAH  WOODCOCK. 

y.  Woodcock.  Why  here  is  nothing  in  the  world  in 
this  houfe  but  catter-wawling  from  morning  till  night, 
nothing  but  catter-wawling.  Hoity  toity  ;  who  have 
we  here  ? 

Lucin.  My  father  and  my  aunt  f 

Eufl.  The  devil !  What  mall  we  do  ? 

Lucin.  Take  no  notice  of  them,  only  obferve  me. 
(Speaks  aloud  to  Euftace)  Upon  my  word,  Sir,  I  don't 
know  what  to  lay  to  it,  unlels  the  JulHce  was  at  home  ; 
he  is  juft  Hepped  into  the  village  with  fome  company  ! 
but,  if  you  will  lit  down  a  moment,  I  dare  fwear  he 
will  return  (prettnds  to  fee  the  Jujtice) — Oh!  Sir,  here  is 
my  papa ! 

y.  Woodcock.  Here  is  your  papa,  huffey  !  Who's  this 
you  have  got  with  you  ?  Hark  you,  lirrah,  who  are 
you,  ye  dog  ?  and  what's  your  buiincis  here  •> 

Eufl.  Sir,  this  is  a  language  I  am  not  ufed  to. 

y,  Woodcock,  Don't  aufwer  me,  you  rufcal — I  am  a 

juftice 
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juftice  of  the  peace;    and  if  I  hear  a  word  out  of  your 
mouth,  I'll  fend  you  to  jail,  for  all  your  lac'd  hat. 
Mrs  Deb.  Send  him  to  jail,  brother,  that's  right. 
d  how  do     ou  know  it's  riht  ? 


J.  Woodcock.  And  how  do  you  know  it's  righ 
fliould  you  know  any  thing's    right?  —  Sifter  Deborah, 
you  are  never  in  the  right. 

Mrs.  Deb.  Brother,  this  is  the  man  I  have  been  tel 
ling  you  about  fo  long. 

J.  Woodcock.  What  man,  goody  Wifeacre  ! 

Mrs.  Deb.  Why  the  man  your  daughter  has  an  in 
trigue  with  ;  but  I  hope  you  wilt  not  believe  it  now, 
though  you  fee  it  with  your  own  eyes  —  Come  hufley, 
confefs,  and  don't  let  your  father  make  a  fool  of  him- 
felf  any  longer. 

Lucin.  Confefs  what,  aunt  ?  This  gentleman  is  a 
muiic-mafter:  he  goes  about  the  country  teaching  la 
dies  to  play  and  fing  ;  and  has  been  recommended  to  in- 
ftrucl:  me  ;  I  could  not  turn  him  out  when  he  came  to 
offer  his  fervice,  and  did  not  know  what  anfwer  to  give 
him  till  I  faw  my  papa. 

J.  Woodcock.  A  mu  fie  -matter! 

Euft.  Yes,  Sir,  that's  my  profeffion. 

Mrs.  Deb.  It's  a  lye,  young  man  ;  it's  a  lye.  Bro 
ther,  he  is  no  more  a  mulic-mafter,  than  I  am  a  mufic- 
m  after. 

J.  Woodcock.  What  then  you  know  better  than  the 
fellow  himfelf,  do  you?  and  you  will  be  wifer  than  all 
the  world  ? 

Mrs.  Deb.  Brother,  he  does  not  look  like  a  mulic- 
mafter. 

J.  Woodcock.  He  does  not  look!  ha!  ha!  ha!  Was 
ever  fuch  a  poor  ftupe  !  Well,  .  nd  what  does  he  look 
like  then  ?  But  I  fuppofe  you  r/^n,  he  i3,not  drefled  like 
a  mulic-mafter,  becaufe  of  his  ruffies,  and  this  bit  of  gar  - 
nifliing  about  his  coat  —  which  feems  to  be  copper  too 
—  Why,  you  filly  wretch,  thefe  whippermappers  fet  up 
for  gentlemen,  now-a-days,  and  give  themfelves  as  many 
airs  as  if  they  Were  people  of  quality.  —  Hark  you  friend, 
I  fuppofe  you  don't  come  within  the  vagrant  a6t?  You 
have  feme  fettled  habitation  ?  —  Where  do  you  live  ? 

Mrs  Deb*  It's  an  eafy  matter  for  him  to  tell  you  a 
wrong  place. 

J.  Woodcock,  Sifter  Deborah,  don't  provoke  me. 

Mrs.  Deb. 
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Mrs.  Deb..  I  wi(h,  brother,  you  would  let  me  examine 
him  a  little. 

y.  Woodcock.  You  (han't  fay  a  word  to  him,  you  (han't 
lay  a  word  to  him. 

Mrs.  Deb.  She  fays  he  was  recommended  here,  bro 
ther;  *£  him  by  whom  ? 

J.  Woodcock.  No,  1  won't  now,  becaufe  you  de- 
lire  it. 

Lucin.  If  my  papa  did  aflc  the  queftion,  aunt,  it  would 
be  very  eafily  refolved. 

Mrs.  Deb.  Who  bid  you  fpeak,  Mrs.  Nimble  Chops? 
I  fuppofe  the  man  has  a  tongue  in  his  head,  to  anfwer 
for  himfelf. 

y.  Woodcock.  Will  nobody  flop  that  prating  old  wo 
man's  mouth  for  me?  Get  out  of  the  room. 

Mrs.  Deb.  Well,  fo  I  can,  brother;  I  dont  want  to 
(lay ;  but  remember,  I  tell  you,  you  will  make  yourfelf 
ridiculous  in  this  affair;  for  through  your  own  obfti- 
nacy  you  will  have  your  daughter  run  away  with  before 
your  face. 

y.  Woodcock.  My  daughter  !  who  will  run  away  with 
my  daughter  ? 

Mrs.  Deb.  That  fellow  will. 

y.  Woodcock.  Go,  go,  you  are  a  wicked  cenforious 
woman. 

Lucin.  Why,  fure  madam,  you  muft  think  me  very 
coming  indeed. 

y.  Woodcock.  Ay,  (he  judges  of  others  by  herfelf;  I 
remember  when  (he  was  a  girl,  her  mother  dared  not 
truft  her  the  length  of  her  apron-itriag  ;  (he  was  clam 
bering  upon  every  fellow's  back. 

Mrs.  Deb.  I  was  not. 

y.  Woodcock.  You  were. 

Lucin.  Well,  but  why  fo  violent  ? 

A    I    R      XVI. 

Believe  mey  dear  aunf, 

If  you  rave  thus,  and  rant^ 
Toitll  never  a  lover  perfuade  ; 

The  men  will  allfy+ 

And  leavg  you  to  die, 
O/>,  UrribU  chance  !    <*»  oM  »***(£. 

flfcw 
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Honv  happy  the  lafs, 
Muft  Jhe  come  to  this  pafs, 

Who  ancient  virginity  '/capes: 
'Twere  better  on  earth 
Have  fi*ve  brats  at  a  birth^ 

Then  in  hell  be  a  leader  of  aes. 


SCENE      III. 

JUSTICE  WOODCOCK,  LUCINDA.   EUSTACE. 

7.  Woodcock.  Well  done,  Lucy,  fend  her  about  her 
bufinefs ;  a  troublefome,  fbolifti  creature,  does  (he  think 
I  want  to  be  directed  by  her — Come  hither  my  lad,  you 
look  tolerable  honeil. 

Euf.  I  ^hope,  fir,  I  (hall  never  give  you  caufe  to  alter 
your  opinion. 

J.  ll'^d:.:L  No,  no,  I  am  not  eafily  deceived,  I  am 
generally  pretty  right  in  my  conjectures.- — You  muft 
know,  I  had  once  a  little  notion  of  mufic  myfelf,  and 
learned  upon  the  fiddle  ;  I  could  play  the  Trumpet  Mi 
nuet,  and  Buttered  Peas,  and  two  or  three  tunes.  I  re 
member  when  I  was  in  London,  about  thirty  years  ago, 
there  was  a  fong,  a  great  favourite  at  our  cfub  at  Nan- 
do's  coffee-houfe  ;  Jack  Pickle  ufed  to  ling  it  for  us :  a 
droll  fifh ;  but  'tis  an  old  thing,  I  dare  fwear  you  have 
heard  of  it  often. 

A  I  R    XVIII. 

When  I  follow*  d  a  lafs  that  was  f reward  andjhy^ 
Oh  !  I  fuck  to  her  fluff,  till  I  made  her  comply  ; 
Ob  !  1  took  her  fo  lovingly  round  the  waijl, 
And  Ifvack'd  her  lips  and  held  her  fa  ft : 

When  hu^d  and  haul' d, 

Shefqueal'd  and  fqual'd\ 
But  though  Jhe  wiu'd  all  I  did  was  in  <vai*> 
Tet  I  pleafedherfa  weil  that  fhe  bore  it  again: 

Then  hoity,  toity^ 

Whijking,frijking, 
Green  was  her  goivn  upon  the  graft ; 
Oh  !  fuch  were  the  joys  of  our  dancing  days* 

Euft. 
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Euf.  Very  well,  Sir,  upon  my  word. 

y.  Woodcock.  No,  no,  I  forget  all  thofe  things  now  ; 
but  I  could  do  a  little  at  them  once: — Well,  flay  and  eat 
your  dinner,  and  we'll  talk  about  your  teaching  the 
girl— Lucy,  take  your  matter  to  your  fpinnet,  and  fhew 
him  what  you  can  do — I  mult  go  and  give  fome  orders ; 
then  hoity^  toity,  &c. 

SCENE    IV. 
LUCINDA,  EUSTACE. 

Lucia.  My  fweet  pretty  papa,  your  moft  obedient 
humble  fervant;  hah,  hah,  hah!  was  ever  fo  whimficat 
an  accident !  Well  fir,  what  do  you  think  of  this? 

Euji.  Think  of  it !   I  am  in  a  maze. 

Lucin.  O  your  aukwardnefs  !  I  was  frigthened  out  of 
my  wits,  left  you  ihould  not  take  the  hint;  and  if  I  had 
not  turned  matters  fo  cleverly,  we  mould  have  been 
utterly  undone. 

Euji.  'Sdeath  !  why  would  you  bring  me  into  the 
houfe  ?  we  could  expecl  nothing  elfe :  betides,  fince 
they  did  furprife  us,  it  would  have  been  better  to  have 
difcovered  the  truth. 

Luciu.  Yes,  an4  never  have  feen  one  another  after 
wards.  I  know  my  father  better  than  you  do  ;  he  has 
taken  it  into  his  head,  I  have  no  inclination  for  a  huf- 
band  ;  and  let  me  tell  you,  that  is  our  beft  fecurity;  for 
if  once  he  has  faid  a  thing  he  will  not  be  eafily  pei  fua- 
ded  to  the  contrary. 

Euji.  And  pray  what  am  I  to  do  now  ? 

Lucia.  Why,  as  I  think  all  danger  is  pretty  well  over, 
fmceh^  has  invited  you  to  dinner  with  him,  flay;  only 
be  cautious  of  your  behaviour ;  and,  in  the  mean  time,  I 
will  confider  what  is  next  to  be  done, 

Eu/1.  Had  not  I  better  go  to  your  father? 

Lucin.  Do  fo,  while  I  endeavour  to  recover  myfelf  a 
little  out  of  the  flurry  this  affair  has  put  me  in. 

Euji.  Well,  but  what  fort  of  a  parting  is  this,  with 
out  fo  much  as  your  fervanr,  or  good  bye  to  you  ?  No 
ceremony  at  alii1  Can  you  afford  me  no  token  to  keep 
up  my  fpirits  till  I  fee  you  again? 

Luci.t.  Ah  childifh  ! 

Euji.  My  angel! 

AIR 
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A  I  R    XIX. 

Eufl,         Let  rakes  and  libertines  rejign'd 

To  fenfual  pleasures ,  range! 
Here  all  thefex's  charms  Ifind, 
And  ne'er  can  cool  or  change* 

Lucin.       Let  vain  coquet  s^  and  prudes  conceal. 

What  mojl  their  hearts  dejlre  ; 
With  pride  my  pajpon  1  reveal. 
Oh!  may  it  nt'er  expire. 

Both,         Thefunjballceafetofpreadits  light* 

The  Jiars  their  orbits  leave  ; 
And  fair  creation  Jink  in  night ', 
When  I  my  dear  deceive* 

SCENE  "V. 

A  Garden. 
Enter    ROSSETTA,   tnujitig. 

Rofl,  If  ever  poor  creature  was  in  a  pitiable  condi 
tion,  furely  I  am.  The  devil  take  this  fellow,  I  cannot 
get  him  out  of  ray  head,  and  yet  I  would  fain  perfuade 
myfelfl  don't  care  for  him:  well  but  furely  I  am  not 
in  love  :  let  me  examine  my  heart  a  little:  I  faw  him 
kiffing  one  of  the  maids  the  other  day;  I  could  have 
boxed  his  ears  for  it,  and  have  done  nothing  but  find  fault 
and  quarrel  with  the  girl  ever  lince.  Why  was  I  uneafy 
at  his  toying  with  another  woman  ?  what  was  it  to  rne  ? 
— Then  I  dream  of  him  almoir.  every  night — but  that 
may  proceed  from  his  being  generally  uppermoft  in  my 
thoughts  all  day:  Oh  !  worfe  and  worfe  .' — Well,  he  is 
certainly  a  pretty  lad  ;  he  has  fomething  uncommon  about 
him,  confidering  his  rank  :  — And  now  let  me  only  put 
the  cafe,  if  he  was  not  a  fervant,  would  I,  or  would  I 
not  prefer  him  to  all  the  men  I  ever  faw  ?  Why,  to  be 
lure,  if  he  was  not  a  fervant — In  mort,  I'll  aik  myfelf  no 
more  queltions,  for  the  further  I  examine,  the  lefs  rea- 
ibn  I  (hall  have  to  be  (atisfied. 

AIR 
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AIR    XX. 

How  llej'd  the  maid,  tvbofe  bofom 
No  bead-jlrong  pajjion  knoiis  ; 
Her  days  in  joys  fee  pajfct^ 
Pier  nights  in  calm  repofe* 
Where  ier  her  fancy  leads  hert 
No  fain,  no  fear  invades  her  ; 

But  pleafure^ 
Without  meafure^ 

objett  flows* 


SCENE    VII. 
YOUNG    MEADOWS,   ROSSETTA. 

K  Meadow.  Do  you  come  into  the  garden,  Mrs. 
Rofletta,  to  put  my  lillies  and  rofes  out  of  countenance  ; 
or  to  fave  me  the  trouble  of  watering  my  flowers,  by  re 
viving  them  ?  The  fun  feems  to  have  hid  himfelf  a  little, 
to  give  you  an  opportunity  of  fupplying  his  place. 

R0j:  Where  could  he  get  that  now  ?  he  never  read  it 
in  the  Academy  of  Compliments. 

T.  Meadows.  Come  don't  affeft  to  treat  me  with  con 
tempt  ;  I  can  fuffer  any  thing  better  than  that  ;  in  (hort, 
I  love  you  ;  there  is  no  more  to  be  faid  :  I  am  angry 
with  my  felt  for  it,  and  ftrive  all  I  can  againit  it:  but  in 
{pite  of  myfelf,  I  love  you. 

A  I  R    XXI. 


In  *vain  1  erfry  art 
To  pluck  the  <venon?djhaft 

That  if  >r  ankles  in  my  heart  ; 
Deep   in  the  centre  fix*  V,  and  bound, 
My  tforts   but  enlarge  the  ivcunJ^ 
And  fiercer  make  the  fmart. 

Roffl  Really,  Mr,  Thomas,  this  is  very  improper 
language  ;  it  is  what  I  don't  undcrftand  ;  I  can't  fitficr 
it  and  in  (hort,  I  don't  like  ir. 

7*.  Meadwi.  Perhaps  you  don't  like  me. 
Well,  perhaps  I  don't. 

D  Y. 
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T.  Meadows*  Nay,  but  'tis  not  fo  ;  come,  confefs  you 
ove  me. 

Rfjf.  Confefs !  indeed  I  (hall  confefs  -no  fuch  thing : 
befides,  to  what  purpofe  (hould  I  confefs  it  ? 

T.  Meadows.  Why,  as  you  fay,  I  don't  know  to  what 
purpofe  j  only  it  would  be  a  fatisfaction  to  me  to  hear 
you  fay  fo  ;  that's  till. 

Roff.  Why,  if  I  did  love  you ,  "I  can  allure  you,  you 
wou'd  never  be  the  better  for  it — Women  are  apt  enough 
to  be  weak ;  we  cannot  always  anfwer  for  our  inclina 
tions,  but  it  is  in  our  power  not  to  give  way  to  them; 
and,  if  I  was  fo  filly  ;  I  fay,  if  I  was  fo  indifcreet, 
which  J  hope  I  am  not,  as  to  entertain  an  improper  re 
gard,  when  people's  circum (lances  are  quite  unfuitable, 
and  there  are  obiladl'es  in  the  way  that  cannot  be  fur- 
.mounted — - 

T.  Meadows*  Oh  !  to  be  fure,  Mrs.  Rofetta,  to  be  fure  : 
you. are  entirely  in  the  right  of  it — -I — know  very  well, 
you  and  I  can  never  come  together. 

Vo/7.  Well  i hen,  fin ce  that  is  the  cafe,  as  I  afiureyou 
it  is,  1  think  we  had  better  behave  accordingly. 

T^  Meadows..  Suppofe  we  make  a  bargain,  then,  never 
to  fpeak  to  one  another  any  more? 

Rcf  With  all  my  heart. 

T.  Meadows.  Nor  look  at,  nor,  if  poflible,  think  of, 
one  another  ? 

Rojf.  I  am  very  willing, 

T.  Meadow**  And,  as  long  as  we  flay  in  the  hovrfe  to 
gether,  never  to  take  any  notice? 

Rfff.  It  is  thebeft  way. 

T.  Mfa^u;f9Whyt  1  believe  it  is— Well,  Mrs,  Rof- 
ietta— 


A  1  R     XXIL 


Roil  Bt£OM——I  agrn 

from  this  moment  ive're  free? 
Already  the  matter  Fwf- 
y»  Mead*  Yet  let  mi  complain 

Qf  the  fata  that 
A  iryalfi  bard  to  be  borne. 

When  thing;  (ire  not  fit, 


No 
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No  ewe  In  i  tlu  flan  ce  *wtfnJ: 
Y.  Mead,  //-<<•«  thus  1  obey, 

T  ear  your  image  anvaj, 
And  banijbyou  quittftom  my  mind. 


*  Well,  now,  I  think,  I  am  fomewhat  eafier  :  I 
am  glad  I  have  come  to  this  explanation  with  him,  be- 
caufe  it  puts  an  end  to  things  at  once. 

T.  Me.aonus.  Hold,  Mrs.  Rofletta,  pray  flay  a  mo 
ment  —  The  airs  this  girl  gives  herfelf  aie  intolerable  :  I 
find  now  »  he  can  fe  of  her  behaviour;  fhe  defpifes  the 
meanncfa  ot  my  condition,  thinking  a  gardner  below  the 
notice  of  a  lady's  waiting-woman  :  'sdeath,  I  have  a 
good  mind  to  diicovtr  my  felt  to  her, 

Roffl  Poor  wretch!  he  does  not  know  what  to  make 
of  it  I  believe  he  is  heartily  mortified,  but  I  muft  not 
pity  him. 

T.  Meadows.  It  fhall  be  fo  ;  I  will  difcover  myfelfto 
her,  and  leave  the  houfe  directly  —  Mrs.  R"fietta  — 
(Jlartirg  back,  —  Pox  on  it,  yonder's  the  Juibce  come 
into  the  garden  ! 

R-Jf.  O  Lord  !  he  will  walk  round  this  way  ;  pray 
go  about  your  bufinefs  ;  I  would  not  for  the  world  he 
ihould  lee  us  together. 

T.  Meadot>  /.  The  devil  take  him  :  he's  gone  acrofs  the 
parterre,  and  can't  hobble  here  this  halt  hour:  I  mull 
and  will  have  a  little  converfation  with  y^u. 

Rtf.  Some  other  time. 

T.  Meadows.  This  evening,  in  the  green-  houfe,  at 
the  lower  end  of  the  canal  ;  I  have  fomething  to  com 
municate  to  you  of  importance.  Will  you  meet  me 
there? 

Rof.  Meet  you! 

y  .  Mtadenvs.  Ay  ;  I  have  a  fecret  to  tell  you  ;  and  I 
fwear,  from  that  moment,  there  fliall  be  an  end  of  every 
thing  betwixt  us. 

Rojj'*  Well,  well,   pray  leave  me  now. 

T.  Meadows.  You'll  come  then  ? 

Rojf.  I  don't  know,  perhaps  I  may. 

T.  Meadotvs.  Nay,   but  promile. 

Rojf.  What  fignifies  promiling  ;  I  may  break  my  pro- 
mife—  but  I  tell  you  I  will. 

T.  Meadow.  Enough  —  Yet   before   I  leave  you,  let 

me  defire  you  to  believe  I  love  you  more  than  ever  m;in 

D  ^    '  loved 
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loved  woman  j  and  that,  when  I  relmqtiifh  you,  I  give 
up  all  that  can  make  my  life  fupportable. 


A  I  R    XXIII. 


Oh!  hoiv  Jball  I  in  language 

My  ardent  pajjion  /<?//; 
Or  form  my  fait*  ring  tongue  to  j 'peak 

That  cruel  ivord,  Fareivtli  ! 
Farewell — lut  know,  tho*  thus  we 

My  thoughts  can  newer  fir  ay : 
Go  where  1  at;//,  my  covftant  heart 

Mkft  twitb  my  charmer  ft  ay, 

SCENE    IV. 

ROSSBTTA,    JUSTICE   WOODCOCK. 

What  can  this  be  that  he  wants  to  tell  me:  I 
have  a  ftrange  curiofity  to  hear  it,  methinks — well— 

7.  Wood.o,k.  Hem:  hem:  Roflbtta! 

RvjJ.  So,  I  thought  the  devil  would  throw  him  in  my 
way,  now  for  a  courtiliip  of  a  different  kind  j  but  I'll 
give  him  a  furfeit — Did  you  call  me,  Sir? 

7.  Woodcock.  Ay,  where  are  jcu  running  fo  fall? 

RoJ/\  I  was  only  going  into  the  houfe,  Sir. 

7«  Woodcock.  Well,  but  come  here:  come  here,  I  fay. 
(Looking  about  J  How  do  you  dc,  Rofletta? 

Rlf.  Thank  you,  Sir  pretty  well. 

7.  Woodcock.  Why  you  look  as  frefh  and  bloomy  to 
day — Adad,  you  little  flut,  I  believe  you  are  painted. 

Rtf.  O!  Sir,  you  arepleafedto  comp  lirnent. 

7-  Woodcock.  Adad,  I  believe  you  a;  e— let  me  try— 

R»JT.  Lord,  Sir! 

7«  Woodcock.  What  brings  you  into  this  garden  fo 
often,  Rofletta  ?  I  hope  you  don't  get  eating  green  fruit 
and  tram  ;  or  have  you  a  hankering  after  fome  lover  in 
dowlas,  who  fpoils  my  trees  by  engraving  true-lovers 
knots  on  them,  with  your  horn  and  buck-handled  knives? 
I  fee  your  name  written  upon  the  ceiling  of  the  fervants 
hall,  with  the  fmoak  of  a  candle  ;  and  I  fufpect — 

r  Not  me,  I  hope,  Sir — No,  Sir ;  I  am  of  another 

guefs 
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giiefs  mind,  I  aflitre;  you  for,  I  have  heard  fay,  men  are 
tulle  and  fickle— 

y.  Woodcock.  Ay,  that's  your  flaming,  idle  young  fel 
lows  ;  fo  they  are  ;  and  they  are  Ib  damn  d  impudent, 
I  wonder  a  wom;m  will  have  any  thing  to  fay  to  them  ; 
befules,  all  that  they  want  is  fomething  to  brag  of,  and 
tell  again. 

R°J/.  Why,  I  own,  Sir,  if  ever  I  was  to  make  a  flip  it 
(houki  be  with  an  elderly  gentleman— about  ieventy,  or 
feventy-five  years  of  age. 

y.  Woodcock.  No  child,  that's  out  of  reafon  ;  tho'  I 
have  known  many  a  man  turned  of  threefcore  with  a 
hale  conftitutic.n. 

Ro/.  Then,  Sir,  he  (hould  be  troubled  with  the  gour, 
have  a  good  itrong,  fubitantial,  winter  cough — and  I 
fhould  not  like  him  the  worfe— if  he  had  a  fin  all  touch 
of  the.rheumaufm. 

J.  Woodcock.  Pho,  Pho,  Rofletta,  this  is  jefting.  • 

Rojf.  No,  Sir,  every  body  has  a  tafte,  and  I  have 
mine. 

J.  Woodoock.  Well,  but  Rofletta,  have  you  'thought  of 
wh.-t  I  was  faying  to  you  ? 

Ro/.  What  was  it,  Sir.' 

J.  Woodcock.  Ah !  you  know,  you  know,  well  enough, 
huiley. 

Reft  Dear  Sir,  confider  x*  my  foul  j  would  you  have 
'*  me  endanger  my  foul  ? 

J.  Woodcock.  "  No,  no— Repent. 

Rojf.  4t  Befides,  Sir  confider,"  what  has  a  p  or  fervant 
to  depend  on  but  her  character  ?  And,  I  have  heard, 
you  gentlemen  will  talk  one  thing  before,  and  another 
after. 

y.  Wood(fock.  I  tell  you  again,  thefe  are  the  idle,  flafhy 
young  dogs :  but  when  you  have  to  do  with  a  {laid,  fober 
man-— 

R'ff.  And  a  -magiftrate,   Sir !  ' 

7.  U-'^UfpcL  Right;  it's  quite  a  different  thine . 

fhall  we,    Rolletta,  (hall  we  ? 

:   Keally,  Sir,  I  don't  know  what  to  fay  to  it. 

AIR    XXIV. 

Toting  1  am,  and  fere  afraid: 

jv,-/  !.\irt  ti  lz>r.:cis  maid? 

D  3  lead 
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Lead  an  innocent  aftray  ? 
Tempt  me  not^  kind  Sir,  1  pray* 
Men  too  often  ive  bllie<ve  ' 
<And  Jhould  you  my  faith  deceive  y 
Ruinfrft  and  thenforfake, 
Sure  my  tender  heart  cwoui^  break. 

j.  Woodcock.  Why,  you  filly  girl,  I  won't  dp  you  any 
harm* 

Rof  Won't  you,  Sir? 

y,  Woodcock.  Not  I. 

Roff.  But  won't  you  indeed,  Sir? 

y.  Woodcock.  Why  I  tell  you  I  won't. 

Rtf.  Ha,  ha,  ha! 

7.  Woodcock,  Hufley  Hufley. 

Roff.  Ha,  ha,  ha! — Your  fervant,  Sir,  your  fervant. 

y.  Woodcock*  Why,  you  impudent,  audacious — 

SCENE      IX. 
JUSTICE  WooococKj  HAWTHORN. 

Hawtb.  So,  fo,  juflice  at  odds  with  gravity  !  his  wor* 
fhip  playing  at  romps !  — -  Your  fervant,  Sir. 

y%  Woodcock.  Haw  A-  friend  Hawthorn! 

Hamtb.  I  hope  I  don't  fpoil  fport,  neighbour:  1 
thought  1  had  the  glimpfe  of  a  petticoat  as  I  came  in 
here. 

y.  Woodcod*  Oh  !  the  maid*  Ay$  fhe  has  been  ga* 
thering  a  fallad* — But  come  hither,  mafter  Hawthorn, 
and  I'll  (hew  you  fome  alterations  I  intend  to  make  in 
my  garden* 

Harwth*  No,  no,  I  am  no  judge  of  it ;  befides^  I 
want  to  talk  to  you  a  little  more  about  this— -Tell  me, 
Sir  Juftice,  were  you  helping  your  maid  to  gather  a 
fallad  here,  or  confulting  her  tafte  in  your  improve* 
ments,  eh  ?  Ha,  ha,  ha !  Let  me  fee,  all  among  the  rofes; 
egad,  I  like  your  notion :  but  you  look  a  little  blank 
upon  it :  you  are  afhamed  of  the  bufinefs,  then,  are 
you  ? 

A  I  R    XXV, 

Cans!  neigbb&ur,  ne'er  blujb  for  a  trifle  like  ibis  J 
What  barm  with  a  fair  one  to  toy  and  to  kifs  ? 


A   COMIC   OPERA,  ft 

T&t  great  eft  and  graweJI-^-a  truce  with  grimace— — 
W(.uld  do  the  fa'ne  thing,  ivere  they  in  the  fame  place* 

No  age  y  no  profejjion,  no  ft  at  ion  is  free  ; 
¥0  fo<vereign  beauty  mankind  btnds  the  hue  : 
That  power,  refiftltfs,  nojlrtngtk  can  oppofe, 
We  all  Iwt  a  pretty  girl         under  the  rcff. 

y.  Woodcock*  I  profefs,  mailer  Hawthorn,  this  is  all 
Indian,  all  Cherokee  language  to  me  ;  I  don't  under- 
ftand  a  word  of  it* 

Hawth.  No,  may  be  not :  well,  Sir,  will  you  read  thi» 
letter,  and  try  whether  you  can  underftand  that ;  it  is 
juft  brought  by  a  fervant,  who  flays  for  an  anfwer. 

y.  Woodcock*  A  letter,  and  to  me  !  (taking  the  letter.) 
Yes  it  is  to  me  ;  and  yet  I  am  fure  it  comes  from  no 
correfpondent,  that  I  know  of.  Where  are  my  fpeftacles  ? 
not  but  I  can  fee  very  well  without  them,  mafter  Haw 
thorn  ;  but  this  icems  to  be  a  fort  of  a  crabbed  hand* 

SIR, 

Tarn  a/hamed  of  giving  you  this  trouble  ;  but  I  am  informed 
ft  ere  it  an  unthinking  boyy  a  fon  of  mint^  now  difguiftd  and 
in  your  fer<vice,  in  the  capacity  of  a  gardener :  Tom  is  a  lit 
tle  *wild,  but  an  honrft  lad,  and  no  fool  either,  tho*  I  am  his 
father  that  fay  it.  Tom— oh,  this  is  Thomas,  our  gar 
dener  ;  I  always  thought  that  he  was  a  better  man's 
child  than  he  appeared  to  be,  though  I  never  mentioned 
it. 

Haivth.  Well,  well,  Sir,  pray  let's  hear  the  reft  of 
the  letter. 

7.  Woodcock.  Stay,  where  is  the  place  ?  Oh,  here :  / 
am  come  in  queft  of  my  runaway,  and  ivri/e  this  at  an  inn  in 
your  village,  while  lamfwaltowing  a  morfd  of  dinner :  be- 
caufe  not  having  the  pleafure  of  your  acquaintance,  I  did  not 
care  to  intrude,  without  giving  you  notice  (Whoever  this 
perfon  is,  he  underftands  good  manners).  I  beg  leave~  to 
*wait  on  you,  Sir  ;  but  defer  e  you  would  keep  my  arrival  aft" 
<rct,  particularly  from  the  young  man. 

WILLIAM  MEADOWS^ 
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I'll  affure  you,  a  very  well  worded,  civil  letter  Db 
you  Know  any  thing  of  the  perfon  who  writes  it,  neigh 
bour  ? 

Haivfb.  Let  me  confider — -Meadows — by  dad  I  be 
lieve  it  is  Sir' William  Meadows  of  Northampton/hire  ; 
and,  now  I  remember,  I  heard,  fome  ;ime  ago,  that  the 
heir  of  that  family  had  abfconded,  on  account  of  a  mar 
riage  that  was  difagreeable  to  him.  Jt  is  a  good  many 
years  fince  I  have  ieen  Sir  Will-am,  but  we  were  once 
well  acquainted  ;  and,  if  you  pleafe,  Sir,  1  will  go  and 
conducl  him  to  the  houfe. 

y.  Woodcock.  Do  fo,  mailer  Hawthorn,  do  fo But, 

pray  what  fort  of  a  man  is  this  Sir  William  Meadows  ? 
Is  he  a  wife  man  ? 

Hawtb.  There  is  no  occafion  for  a  man  that  has  five 
thoufand  pounds  a  year,  to  be  a  ccnjaror  ;  but  I  fuppofe 
you  alk  that  queftion  becaufe  of  this  (lory  about  his  fon  ; 
taking  it  for  granted,  that  wife  parents  make  wife  chil 
dren. 

y.  Woodcock.  No  doubt  of  it,  matter  Hawthorn,  no 
doubt  of  it— I  warr.mt  we  mail  find  cow,  that  this  young 
rafcal  has  fallen  in  love  with  fome  mynx,  againft  his  fa 
ther's  con  fent — Why,  Sir,  if  I  had  as  many  children  as 
king  Priam  had,  that  we  read  of  at  fchool  in  the  deftruc* 
tiofrof  troy,  not  one  of  them  ftiould  ferve  rne  fo. 

Hanvtb.  Well,  well,  neighbour,  perhaps  not ;  but  we 
fhould  remember  when  we  were  young  ourfelves ;  and  L 
was  as  likely  to  play  an  old  don  fuch  a  trick  in  my  day,  as. 
e'er  a  fpark-in  the  hundred  ;  nay  between  you  and  me, 
I  had  done  it  once,  had  the  wench  been  as  willing  as  I.4 

A  I  R    XXVI. 

My  Dolly  'was  the  fairejl  thing.! 
Her  breath  dijclcs'd  thefweets  of  fpring  ; 
And  if  for  Jummer  you  woiidfeek, 
'Ti-'-'is  painted  in  her  eyet  her  cheek  ; 
Her  /welling  Lofom^  tempting  ripey 
Of  fruitful  autumn  -was  the  type  : 
Buf9  ivbtn  ffiy  tender  tale  I  told ^ 
I  found  her  heart  ewai  winter  cold, 

7.  WQQ  'ctck.  Ah,  you  were  always  a  fcape-grace  rattle- 
cap. 
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Odds  heart,  neighbour  Woodcock,  don't  toll 
me,  young  fellows  will  be  young  fellows,  though  we 
preach  till  we'cr  hoarfe  again  ,•  and  fo  there's  an  end 


SCENE    X. 
JUSTICE  WOODCOCK'/  halt. 
HODGE, 


HoJgt.  So,  miilrefa,  who  let  you  in  ? 

Marg.  Why,  I  let  myfelf  in. 

Hodgi.  Indeed  !  Marry  come  up  !  why,  then  pray  let 
yourfelf  out  agsin.  Times  are  ccme  to  a  pretty  pafs; 
I  think  vou  might  have  had  the  manners  to  knock  at  the 
door  firft—  What  does  the  wench  iland  for  ? 

Marg.  I  want  to  know  if  hig  worfhip's  at  home. 

Hodgr.  Well,  what's  your  bufinefb  with  his  wormip  ? 

Marg.  Perhaps  jou  will  hear  that  —  Look  ye,  Hodge, 
it  does  not  fignify  talking,  I  am  come,  once  for  all,  to 
know  what  you  intends  to  do;  for  I  won't  be  made  * 
fool  cf  any  long**, 

H'.dge.  You  won't* 

Marg.  No,  that's  what  I  won't,  by  the  beft  man  that 
ever  were  a  head  ;  I  am  the  make-  game  of  the  whole 
village  upon  your  account  ;  and  I'll  try  whether  your 
matter  gives  you  toleration  in  your  doings. 

Hodge.  You  will  ? 

Marg.  Yes  that's  what  I  will  j  his  worship  (hall  be 
acquainted  with  all  your  pranks,  and  fee  how  you  will 
like  to  be  fent  for  a  loldier. 

Hodge.  There's  the  door  ;  take  a  friend's  advice  and 
go  about  your  bufinefs. 

Marg.  My  bufinefs  is  with  his  vrorfiupj  and  I  won't 
go  till  I  fees  him. 

Hodge.  Look  you,  Madge,  if  you  make  any  of  your 
orations  here,  never  ftir  if  I  don't  fet  the  dogs  at  you— 
Will  you  be  gone  ? 
.   I  won'r. 

*  Here  Towzer,  (u>£///m§)  whu,  wfia,  whiu 


AIR 
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AIR    XXVII. 

Was  ever  poorfellonu  fo  plagitd  *wito  a  vixen  ? 

Za-uvns  /  Madge  dorft  provoke  me,  but  mind  (what  1 fay 
Touirve  cbofe  a  wrong  parfon  for  playing  your  tricks  on9 
So  pack  up  your  alls  and  be  trudging  atvay  : 
Yoifd  better  be  quiet  ^ 
And  not  breed  a  riot  ; 

&  blood  mujl  1  ft  and  prating  *witb  you  her*  a '/  day-.  ? 
P-ve  got  other  matters  to  mind ; 

May  hap  you  may  think  me  an  afs  ; 
But  to  the  contrary  you  II  find: 

dfine  piece  of  work  by  the  mafs  / 


SCENE    XI. 

ROSSETTA,  HODGE,  MARGERY. 

Sure  I  heard  the  voice  of  difcord  here— as  I  live 
an  admirer  of  mine,  and,  if  I  mifhke  not,  a  rival — I'll' 
have  feme  fport  with  them — how  now  fellow- fervant, 
what's  the  matter  ?J 

Ho'/gf.  Nothing,  Mrs.  RofTetta,  only  this  young  wo 
man  wants  to  fpeak  with  his  worlhip —Madge  follow  me. 
Marg*  No  Hodge,  this  is  your  fine  madam  ;  but  I  am 
as  good  flefh  and  blood  as  (lie,  and  have  as  clear  a  (kin  too, 
tho'f  I  mayn't  go  fo  gay  ;  and  now  (he's  here  I'll  tell 
her  a  piece  of  my  mind. 

Hold  your  tongue,  will  you  ? 
No,  I'll  fpeak  if  I  die  for  it. 
What's  the  matter,  I  fay  ? 


Hodge.  Why  nothing  I  tell  you  ;. — Madge— 

Marg.  Yes,  but  it  is  fomcthing,  it's  all  along  of  (he,  and 
{he  may  be  atoned  of  herfelf. 

Kofi.  Blefs  me,  child,  do  you  direct  your  difcourfe  to 
rae  ? 

Murg.  Yes,  I  do,  and  to  nobody  elfe  ;  there  was  not 
a  kinder  foul  breathing  than  he  was  till  of  late  ;  I  had 
never  a  crofs  word  from  him  till  he  kept  you  company  ; 
but  all  the  girls  about  lay,  there-is  no  fuch  thing  as  keep 
ing  a  fweetheart  for  you. 

Do  you  hear  this,  friend  Hodge  ? 
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Hodge.  Why,  you  don't  mind  (he  I  hope  ;  but  if  that 
•vexes  her,  I  do  like  you,  I  do ;  my  mind  runs  upon 
nothing  elfe ;  and  if  fo  be  as  you  was  agreeable  to  it,  I 
would  marry  you  to  night,  before  to-morrow. 

Marg.  You're  a  nally  monkey,  you  are  parjur'd,  you 
know  you  are,  and  you  deferve  to  have  your  eyes  tore 
out. 

Hodge.  Let  me  come  at  her — I'll  teach  you  to  call 
names,  and  abufe  folk. 

Marg.  Do  ilrike  me  ;  you  a  man  ! 

Reffl  Hold,  hold — we  fliall  have  a  battle  here  prefent- 
ly,  and  I  may  chance  to  get  my  cap  tore  oft—  Never 
cxafperate  a  jealous  woman,  'tis,  taking  a  mad  bull  by 
the  horns — Leave  me  to  manage  her. 

Hodge.  You  manage  her  !  I'll  kick  her. 

R<sfl'.  No,  no,  it  will  be  more  for  my  credit,  to  get  the 
better  of  her  by  fair  means — I  warrant  I'll  bring  her  to 
reafon. 

Hoa'ge.  Well,  do  fo  then — But  may  I  depend  upon 
you  ?  when  mall  I  ipeak  to  the  parfon  ? 

RoJ.  We'll  talk  of  that  another  time — Go. 

Hodge.  Madge,  good  bye. 

Roff.  The  brutality  of  rhis  fellow  (hocks  me  !—  Oh 
man,  man— you  are  all  alike — A  bumkin  here,  bred  at 
the  barn-door  !  had  he  been  brought  up  in  a  court,  could 
he  have  been  more  fafhionably  vicious?  fhew  me  the 
lord,  'fquire,  colonel,  or  captain  of  them  all,  can  out-do 
him. 

AIR    XXVIII. 

Cfa/i,  gay  feducers.,  pride  to  take^ 

In  triumphs  o'er  the  fair  ; 
Since  clowns  as  well  can  aft  the 

As  tbofe  in  higher  fphere* 

Where  then  tojhun  a  Jbameful fatt 

Shall  helplefs  beauty  go  ; 
In  vvry  runk^  in  erfryjiate, 
af(.e% 


SCENE 
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SCENE    XII. 
ROSSETTA,  MARGERY. 

,  I  am  ready  to  burft,  I  can't  flay  in  the  place 
any  longer. 

Rojj\  Hold  child,  come  hither. 
Marg*  Don't  fpeak  to  me,  don't  you. 
Roff.  Well,  bat  I  have  fomething  to  fay  to  you  ot 
•confequence,  and  that  will  be  for  your  good  ;  I  fuppofe 
this  fellow  promifed  you  marriage. 

Marg.  Ay,  or  he  mould  never  have  prevail'd  upon  me. 
R°JF'  Well,  now  you  fee  the  ill  confequence  of  truft- 
ing  to  fuch  promifes  :  when  once  a  man  hath  cheated  a 
woman  of  her  virtue,  (he  has  no  longer  hold  of  him  ;  he 
defpifes  her  for  wanting  that  which  he  hath  robb'd  her 
of  4  and,  like  a  lawlefs  conqueror,  triumphs  in  the  rub 
iie  hath  occafioned. 
Marg.- — Nan ! 

RoJT*  However,  I  hope  the  experience  you  have  got, 
though  fomewhat  dearly  purchased,  will  be  of  ufe  to  you 
for  the  future  ;  and  as  to  any  defigns  I  have  upon  the 
heart  of  your  lover,  you  may  make  yourfelf  eafy,  for  I  af- 
fure  you,  I  mail  be  no  dangerous  rival,  fo  go  your  ways 
and  be  a  good  girl. 

Marg*  Yes— I  don't  very  well  underftand  her  talk, 
but  I  fuppofe  that's  as  much  as  to  fay  (he'll  keep  him 
herfelf ;  well  let  her,  who  cares,  I  don't  fear  getting  bet 
ter  nor  he  is  any  day  of  the  year,  for  the  matter  of  that ; 
and  I  have  a  thought  come  into  my  head  that  may  be  will 
l»e  more  to  my  advantage. 

AIR    XXIX. 

Since  Hodge  prows  ungrateful,  no  further  Til  feek , 
But  go  up  to  the  town  in  the  waggon  next  fwtek^ 
d  ferwce  in  London  is  no  fuch  difgrace^ 
And  Regifier*  s  office  will  get  me  a  place  : 
Set  Blojfom  went  thcre^  and  foon  met  nvith  a  friend '; 
folks  fay  in  herjiiks  foe's  now  Jlanding  an  end  ! 
Ihen  ivty  Jhould  not  I  the  fame  maxim  purfue^ 
And  bitter  rt.y  fortune  as  other  girls  ds  ? 

SCENE 
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SCENE    XIII. 
Enter  ROSSETTA  and  LUCINDA. 

.  Ha !  ha !  ha !  Oh  admirable,  moft  dekaably 
ridiculous.  And  fo  your  father  is  content  he  (hould  be  a 
mulic-marter,  and  will  have,  him  fuch,  in  fpite  of  all 
your  aunt  can  fay  to  the  contrary  ? 

Ludn.  My  father  and  he,  child,  are  the  beft  compa 
nions  you  ever  faw  :  and  have  been  tinging  together  the 
moft  .hideous  duets!  Bobbing  Joan,  and  Old  Sir  Simon 
the  King :  Heaven  knovr s  where  Euitace  could  pick 
them  up ;  but  he  has  gone  through  half  the  .contents  of 
Pills  to  purge  Melancholy,  with  him. 

Roff*  And  have  you  reiblved  to  take  wing  to-night  ? 

Lucin.  This  very  night,  my  dear :  rpy  fwain  will  go 
from  hence  this  evening,  but  no  farther  than  the  inn, 
where  he  has  left  his  horfes  ;  and  at  twelve  precifely,  he 
will  be  with  a  poft-chaife  at  the  little  gate  that  opens  iron) 
the  lawn  into  the  road,  where  I  have  promifed  to  meet 
him. 

.Rtf.  Then  depend  upon  it,  I'll  bear  you  company. 

Lucin.  We  fhall  Hip  out  when  the  family  are  afleep, 
and  I  have  prepared  Hod^c  already.  Well,  1  hope  -ve 
(hall  be  happy. 

Never  doubt  it. 

A  I  R    XXX. 

In  l&vi  Jhould  there  meet  a  fond  pair •, 

Unfitted  by  fajbion  or  art ; 
Whofe  wijbes  tne  I'.'arm  andjincere^ 

Wkofe  ivords  art  ttf  excefs  of  the  heart  : 

If  ought  of  fulftantial  Might, 

On  thisjide  tbeftars  can 
'•Its  fun  when  that  couple  unite, 

And  cupid  by  Hymen  is  crtnvn'J. 


E  SC  E  S  E 
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SCENE     XIV. 

PvOSSETTA,    LUCINDA,    HAWTHORN. 

Haiutb.  Lucy,  where  are  you  ? 

Lucin.  Your  pleafure,  Sir  ? 

Raff.  Mr.  Hawthorn,  your  fervant. 

Haivtb.  What,  my  little  water-wagtail!  The  very 
.couple  I  wifn'd  to  meet  :  come  hither  both  of  you. 

RoJJ.  Now,  Sir,  what  would  you  fay  to  both  of  us  ? 

Hanxth.  Why,  let  me.  look  at  you  a  little  —  have  you 
:got  on  your  beft  gowns,  and  your  beft  faces  ?  If  not 
go  and  trick  yourfelves  out  directly,  for  I'll  tell  you  a 
fecret—  there  will  be  a  young  batchelor  in  the  houfe, 
within  thefe  three  hours,  that  may  fall  to  the  (hare  of 
<one  of  you,  if  you  look  (harp  —  but  whether  miftrefs  or 
maid—  - 

Rojf.  Ay,  •  marry,  this  is  fomething  ;  but  how  do  you 
know  whether  either  miftrefs  or  maid  will  think  him  worth 
acceptance  ? 

Hawth.  Follow  me,  follow  me.;  I  warrant  you. 

Lutitt.  I  can  affure  you,  Mr.  Hawthorn,  I  am  very 
difficult  to  pleafe. 

Ro/T.  And  fo  am  I,  Sir, 

Hawtb,  Indeed  ! 

A  I  R    'XXXI. 

Well  come,  let  us  bear  <wbat  the  f  -wain  muft  fo/ffs 
Who  may  hops  at  your  feet  to  implore  nvithfucceft? 

Roff.  He  muft  be,  faft  of  all, 

Straight  ',  comely  ',  and  tall: 

Lucin.          Neither 

Roff.  Norfoolijk, 

Lucin.  Nor  apijk) 

RoiT.  Nor  mulijh  • 


Hawth.         What  think*  ft  of  a  captain  ? 
Lucin.  All  bluffer  and  "wounds  ! 

Hawth.          What  think'  ft  of  a  '/quirt  ? 
Rdf.  To  be  left  for  his  hounds. 

Lucin. 
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IT  he  youth  that  ii  foryidto  my  minj% 
Muff  he  gmtie,  obliging  and  kind  ;  ' 
^      Of  all  things  in  nature  /<n>e  n>c  ; 
Rofll  j       Haw  ftnfe  o^th  to  fpenk  andtofm  — 

-J  ¥et /onetimes  be  filent  and  blind* 
HdWth.       )  'Fore  George  a  Wtft  rare  matrimonial  receipt  / 
Rod'.          >  Otfervt  //,  ye  /«/>,  in  the  choice  of  a  Mute  ; 
LtK'iit,       }Rtmt*ttri  '//;  wtdlock  detsrmines  your  jatt* 


£NO  OP  tin  Stcofto  ACT. 


E  a  ACT 
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ACT    III.      SCENE    I. 


A  parlour  in  JUSTICE  WOODCOCKIJ  houfe.       Enter  Sir 
WILLIAM  MEADOWS,  followed  ^HAWTHORN. 

Sir  Will.  "\  T  TELL  this  is  excellent,  this  is  mighty 
VV 


tnis  1S   mighty    merry,    faith  ; 

ha  !  ha  !  ha  !  was  ever  the  like  heard  of  ?  that  my  boy, 
Tom,  ihould  run  away  from  me,  for  fear  of  being  forced 
to  marry  a  girl  he  never  faw  ?  that  fhe  mould  fcamper 
from  her  father  ;  for  fear  of  being  forced  to  marry  him  ;, 
and  that  they  mould  run  into  one  another's  arms  this 
way  in  difguife,  by  mere  accident  ;  againfl  their  confents, 
and  without  knowing  it,  as  a  body  may  fay  !  May  I  ne 
ver  do  an  ill  turn,  mailer  Hawthorn,  if  it  is  not  one  of 
the  oddeil  adventures  partly  — 

Ha-wtb.  Why,  Sir  William,  it  is  a  romance  ;  a  novel  ; 
a  L-leafanter  hiitory  by  half,  than  the  loves  of  Doraftus 
and  Faunia  :  we  {ball  have  ballads  made  of  it  within  thefe 
two  months,  fetting  forth,  how  a  young  'fquire  became 
a  ^ferving  man  of  low  degree;  and  it  will  be  ftuck  up 
wHh  Margaret's  Ghoit  and  the  Spanilh  Lady,  againfl  the 
walls  of  every  cottage  in  the  country. 

Sir  H  'ill.  But  what  pleafes  me  bed  of  all,  mailer  Haw 
thorn,  is  the  ingenuity  of  the  girl.  May  I  never  do  an 
ill  turn,  when  J  was  called  out  of  the  room,  and  the 
fervant  faid  me  wanted  to  fpeak  to  me,  if  I  knew 
what  to  make  on't  :  but  when  the  little  gipfey  took  me 
fiade,  and  told  me  her  name,  and  how  matters  flood,  I 
was  quite  aflonimed,-  as  a  body  may  fay;  and  could  not 
believe  it  partly  ;  till  her  young  friend,  that  {he  is  with 
here,  aflured  me  of  the  truth  on't  :  Indeed,  at  lafl,  I 
began  to  recollect  her  face,  though  I  have  not  fet  eyes 
on  her  before,  iince  me  was  the  height  of  a  full-grown 
greyhound. 

Hawth.  Well,  Sir  William,  your  fon  as  yet  knows 
nothing  of  what  has  happened,  nor  of  your  being  come 

hither  ! 
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hither  ;  and,  if  you'll  follow  my  counfel,  we'll  have 
fome  fport  with  him.  —  He  and  his  mittrefs  were  to  meet 
in  the  garden  this  evening  by  appointment,  (he's  gone  to 
drefs  herfelf  in  ail  her  airs;  will  you  let  me  direft  your 
proceedings  in  this  affair  ? 

Sir  Wilt.  With  all  my  heart,  matter  Hawthorn,  with 
all  my  heart,  do  whar  you  will  with  me,  fay  what  you 
plcafe  for  me  j  I  am  io  overjoyed,  and  fo  happy  —And  may 
I  never  do  an  ill  turn,  but  I  am  very  glad  to  fee  you  too  ; 
ay,  and  partly  as  much  pleafed  at  that  as  any  thing  elfe, 
for  we  have  been  merry  together  before  now,  when  we 
were  fome  years  younger  :  well,  and  how  has  the  world 
gone  with  you,  mafter  Hawthorn,  fince  we  faw  one  ano 
ther  Lift  ? 

Hawtb.  Why,  pretty  well,  Sir  William,  I  have  no 
reafon  to  complain  :  every  one  has  a  mixture  of  four 
with  his  fweets  :  bur,  in  the  main,  I  believe,  \  ha?e 
done  in  a  degree  as  tolerably  as  my  neighbours, 

A  I  R    XXXII. 

The  ii'orU  it  a  ivellfurnijb'd  table^  • 

Where  guejJs  are  prom  if  Notify  jet  , 
We  all  Jar  e  as  ivett  as  we're  able^ 

Anj.fcra    blefjr  what  *we  can  get  '. 
My  Ji.-'iile  holds  to  a  tittle^ 

Some  gdfgty  wbiiefo'r.e  jcarce  have  a  tttjit; 
But  »/'  Pm  crntent  iviih  a  little^ 

Enough  is  as  good  as  afeaft* 

SCENE      II. 

Sir  WILL.  MEADOWS,  HAWTHORN,  ROSSETTA. 


Sir  William,  I  beg  pardon  for  detaining  you, 
tmt  1  have  had  fo  much  difficulty  in  adjufting  my  bor 
rowed  plumer—  • 

5  W\U  A.  A  I  never  <lo  an  ill  turn  but  they  fit  you 
to  aT,  and  v  •>  »  1  -o!x  very  vveil,  fo  you  do:  Cock(bonea 
how  your  father  wi'l  chuckle  when  he  comes  to  hear 
this!  —  Her  f  -rher,  m  after  Hawthorn,  is  us  Worthy  a 
man  as  lives  by  bread,  and  has  been  almoft  out  of  his 
E  3  fenfes 
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fenfes  for  the  lofs  of  her—  But  tell  me  huffey,  has  not 
this  been  all  a  fcheme,  a  piece  of  conjuration  between 
you  and  my  fon  ?  Faith  I  am  half  perfuaded  it  has,  it 
looks  ib  like  hocus  pocus  as  a  body  may  fay. 

Ro[i\  Upon  my  honour,  Sir  William,  what  has  hap 
pened  has  been  the  mere  effect  of  chance;  I  came  hither 
unknown  to  your  fon,  and  he  unknown  to  me  :  I  never 
in  the  leaft  fufpecled  that  Thomas  the  gardner  was  o-^ 
ther  than  his  appearance  fpoke  him;  and  leaft  of  all, 
that  he  was  ,a  perfon  with  whom  I  had  fo  clofe  a  con 
nection.  Mr.  Hawthorn  can  teilify  the  aftonifhment  I 
was  in  wheh  he  firfl  informed  me  of  it  ;  but  I  thought 
it  was  my  duty  to  come  to  an  immediate  explanation  with 
you. 

Sir  Will.  Is  not  {he  a  neat  wench,  mafter  Hawthorn? 
May  I  never  do  an  ill  turn  but  (lie  is  —  But  you  little 
plaguy  devil,  how  came  this  love  affair  between  you  ? 

JRoJf.  I  have  told  you  the  whole  truth  very  ingenu- 
oufly,  Sir:  fmce  your  fon  and  I  have  been  fellow- 
fervants,  as  I  may  call  it,  in  this  houfe,  I  have  had  more 
than  reafon  to  fufpecl  he  had  taken  a  liking  to  rne;  and  I 
will  own  with  equal  franknefs,  had  I  not  looked  upon  him 
as  a  perfon  fo  much  below  me,  I  mould  have  had  no  "ob 
jection  to  receiving  his  courtfhip. 

Hawtb.  Well  faid,  by  the  lord  Harry,  all  above  board, 
fair  and  open. 

Roff.  Perhaps  I  may  be  cenfured  by  fome  for  this 
candid  declaration  ;  but  I  love  to  fpeak  my  Sentiments  ; 
and  I  ailure  you,  Sir'  William,  in  my  opinion,  I  fhould 
prefer  a  gardner^  with  your  fon's  good  qualities,  to  a 
knight  of  the  fhire  without  them. 


A  I  R    XXXIII, 

9Tis  not  wealth,  it  is  not  btrth, 

Can  value  1o  the  foul  convey  ; 
Minds  poffefe  fuperior  worth, 

Which  chance  nor  gives,  nor  takes  away* 
Like  the  fun  true  merit  /henvs  ; 

By  nature  warm,  by  nature  bright  • 
With  inbred  flames,  he  nobly  glows, 

Nor  nttdstht  aid  of  borrow*  d  light  \ 
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Well,  bur,  Sir,  we  lofe  time— is  not  this  a* 
bout  the  hour  appointed  to  meet  in  the  garden  ? 

RoJ.  Pretty  near  it. 

Huwtb.  Oons  then  what  do  we  flay  for  ?  Come,  my 
old  friend,  c^rne  along,  and  by  the  way  we  will  confuit 
how  to  manage  your  interview. 

Sir  Will.  Ay,  but  I  muft  fpeak  a  word  or  two  to  my 
man  about  the  horfes  firit. 


SCENE    III. 
ROSSETTA,    HODGE, 

Roff.  Well— What's  the  bufmefs? 

Hodge.  Madam  -Mercy  on  us,  I  crave  pardon ! 

Raff.  Why  Hodge,  don't  you  know  me? 

Hodge.  Mrs.  Roifetta ! 

Rojf.  Ay. 

Hodge*  Know  you,  ecod  I  don't  know  whether  I  do 
or  not :  never  ftir,  if  I  did  not  think  it  was  fome  lady 
belonging  to  the  ftrange  gentlefolks :  why* you  ben't  di- 
zen'd  this  way  to  go  to  the  ftatute  dance  prefently,  be 
you  ? 

Riff".  Have  patience  and  you'll  fee  : — but  is  there  any 
thing  amifs  that  you  came  in  fo  abruptly  ? 

Jtiodge.  Amiis  !  why  there's  ruination. 

jRoj/.  How,  where! 

Hodge.  Why,  with  Mifs  Lucinda  :  her  aunt  has  catchM 
flie  and  the  gentleman  above  itairs,  and  over-heard  all 
their  love  difcourfe. 

Roff:  You  don't  fay  fp  ! 

Hodge.  Ecod,  J  had  like  to  have  pop'd  in  among  them 
this  initant ;  but,  by  good  luck,  I  heard  Mrs.  Deborah's 
voice,  and  run  down  again,  as  fuft  as  ever  my  le^s  could 
carry  me. 

Rofll  Is  your  mafter  in  the  houfe  ? 

Hodge.  What  his  worfhip  !  no,  no,  he  is  gone  into  the 
fields  to  talk  with  the  reapers  and  people. 

RoJ/.  Poor  Lucinda,  1  wifh  I  could  go  up  to  her,  but 
J  am  fo  engaged  with  my  own  affairs 

Hodge.  Miltrefs  Rofleita. 

R*/.  Well, 
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Hodge.  Odds  bobs,  I  muft  have  one  fmack  of  your 
fweet  lips. 

Rojff".  Oh  ftand  off,  you  know  I  never  allow  liberties. 

Hodge.  Nay,  but  why  fo  coy,  there's  reafon  in  roaft- 
ing  of  eggs  ;  I  would  not  deny  you  fuch  a  thing. 

Rrjf.  That's  kind  :  ha,  ha,  ha  —  But  what  will  become 
of  Lucinda  ?  Sir  William  waits  for  me,  I  muft  be  gone. 
Friendfhip,  a  moment  by  your  leave  ;  yet  as  our  fufter- 
ings  have  been  mutual,  fo  lhall  our  joys  ;  I  already  lofe 
the  remembrance  of  all  former  pains  and  anxieties. 

A  I  R    XXXIV. 

5F&  traveller  benighted, 

And  led  thro*  weary*  d  ivays9 
$be  lamp  of  day  new  lighted, 

With  jay  the  dawn  Jitrvtys* 

The  ripttg  profpefls  viewing, 

Each  look  is  forward  cajl  5 
He  J  "miles,   his  courfe  purfuing, 

JVer  thinks  of  what  is  pajl. 

SCENE    IV, 
HODGE,  MV.DEBORAH  WOODCOCK,  LUCINDA/ 


Hift,  flay  !  don't  I  hear  a  noife  ? 
Lucin.  (within)  Well,  but  dear,  dear  aunt  - 
Mrs.  L^L  (within)  You  need  not  fpeak  to  me,  for  It 
does  not  lignify 


JJoigf.  Adwawns  they  are  coming  here!  ecod  I'll  get 
ou  of  the  way  —  Murrain  take  it,  this  door  is  bolted  now 
—  So,  fo. 

Mrs.  Deb.  Get  along,  get  along  ,-  (driving  in  Lucinda 
before  her]  you  are  a  fcandal  to  the  name  of  Woodcock  ; 
but  I  was  refoived  to  find  you  out,  for  I  have  fufpecled  you 
a  great  while,  though  your  father,  filly  man,  will  have 
you  fuch  a  poor  innocent. 

Lucin.  What  mail  I  do  ? 

Mrs.  Deb.  1  was  determined  to  difcover  what  you  and 
your  pretended  mufic-maiter  were  about,  and  lay  in  wait 
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on  purpofe  :  I  believe  he  rhought  to  efcape  me,  by  flip 
ing  into  the  doiVt  when  I  knocked  at  the  door;  but  1- 
was  even  with  him,  tor  now  I  have  him  under  lock  and 
key,  and  pleafe  the  rates  there  he  fhall  remain  till  your 
father  comes  in  :  I  will  convince  him  or"  his  error,  whe 
ther  he  will  or  nor. 

Lucin.  You  won't  be  fo  cruel,  I  am  Cure  you  won't :  I 
thought  I  had  made  you  irfy  friend  by  telling  you  the 
truth, 

Mrs.  Deb.  Telling  me  the  truth,  quotha  !  did  I  not 
overhear  your  fcheme  of  running  away  to-night,  rhro'  the 
partition  ?  did  not  I  find  the  very  bandies  pack'd  up  in 
the  room  with  you  ready  tor  going  oft"?  No,  brazenface, 
1  found  out  the  truth  by  my  own  fagacity,  tho'  your  father 
lays  I  am  a  fool,  but  now  we'll  be  judged  who  is  the 
greateft. — And  you,  Mr.  Rafcal,  my  brother  (hall  know 
what  an  honed  (ervant  he  has  got. 

Hodgt.  Madam  ! 

Mrs.  Deh.  You  were  to  have  been  aiding-  and  afliiling 
them  in  their  efcape,  and  have  been  the  go-between,  it 
feems,  the  letter-carrier  .' 

Hodge.  Who,  me,  madam  .' 

Mrs.  Deb.  Yes,  you,  fir  rah. 

Hodge.  Mifs  Lucinda,  did  I  ever  carry  a  letter  for 
you  ?  I'll  make  my  affidavy  before  his  worihip  — 

Mrs.  Deb.  Go,  go,  you  are  a  villain,  hold  your 
tongue. 

Lucin.  I  own,  aunt,  I  have  been  very  faulty  in  this 
affair  ;  I  don't  pretend  to  excufe  myielf  ;  but  we  are  all 
fubjecl  to  frailties;  confider  that,  and  judge  of  me  by 
yourfclf  j  you  were  once  young,  and  inexperienced  as  I 
•am. 

A  I  R    XXXV. 

]f  ever  a  fond  inclination 

Rofe  in  your  bofom  to  rob  you  of  rejl ; 
Rtflrft  with  a  httte  companion, 

On  the  foft  pangs ,  *wbtch  ^rfvaiVd  in  my  breaft* 
Ob  where )  where  would  you  fly  me  ? 

Can  you  deny  me  thus  torn  and  aijlre/i  ? 
cTbinky  njuhen  my  io*ver  ivas  by 

Wou'd  /,  bow  Qoud  /,  rtfu/e  his  nquefi  ? 

Kneeling 
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Kneeling  before,  you i  ht  me  implore  you  ;. 

Look  on  flit  fighing,  crying,  dying  j 
Ah  !  is -there  no  language  can  move  ? 

If  1  have  been  too  csmplyingy 
Hard  <was  the  confiitt  *t>tujxt  duty  and  /ow* 

frlrj.  Del.  This  is  mighty  pretty  romantic  (tuff!  but 
you  learn  it  out  of  your  play -books  and  novels.  Girls 
in  my  time  had  other  employments,  we  worked  at  our 
needles,  and  kept  ourfelves  from  idle  thoughts :  before  I 
was  your  age,  I  had  finiihed  with  my  own  fingers,  a  com 
plete  fet  of  chairs,  and  a  fire-fcreen  in  tent-flitch  ;  four 
counterpanes  in  Marfeilles  quilting  j  and  the  creed  and 
the  ten  commandments,  in  the  hair  of  our  family  :  it 
was  fram'd  and  glaz'd,  and  hung  over  the  parlour  chim- 
mey-piece,  and  your  poor  dear  grandfather  was  prouder 
of  it  than  of  e'er  a  pidure/m  his  houfe.  I  never  looked 
into  a  book,  but  when  I  {aid  my  prayers,,  except  it  was 
the  Complete  Houfewife,  or  the  great  family  receipt- 
book  :  whereas  you  are  always  at  your  ftudies  I  Ah,  I 
never  knew  a  woman  come  to  good,  that  was  fond  of 
reading, 

Lucin.  Well,  pray,  madam,  let  me  prevail  on  you  to 
give  me  the  key  to  let  Mr.  Euitace  out,  and  I  promife, 
I  never  will  proceed  a  ilep  farther  in  this  bufinels,  with 
out  your  advice  and  approbation. 

Mrs,  Deb.  Have  not  I  told  you  already  ivy  refolution  ? 
—Where  are  my  clogs  and  my. bonnet?  I'll  go  out  to- 
my  brother  in  the  fields  ;  i'm  a  fool,  you  know,  child, 
now  let's  fee  what  the  wit's  will  think  of  themfelves-— 
Don't  hold  me — 

Lutia.  I'm  not  going ; — I  have  thought  of  a  way  to 
be  even  with  you,  fo  you  may  do  as  you  pleafe. 


SCENE    V. 

HODGE. 

Well,  I  thought  it  would  come  to  this,  I'll  be  ffiot  if 
I  did'nt- — So  here's  a  fine  job — But  what  can  they  do  to 
me — They  can't  fend  me  to  jail  for  carrying  a  letter, 
feeing  there  was  no  treaibn  in  it ;  and  how  was  I  obli 
gated 
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gated  to  know  my  mailer  did  not  allow  of  their  meet 
ings  : — The  worlt  they  can  do,  is  to  turn  me  off,  and  I 
am  fure  the  place  is  no  fuch  great  purchafe — indeed,  I 
ihould  be  forry  to  leave  Mrs.  Roffctta,  feeing  as  how 
matters  are  fo  near  being  brought  to  an  end  betwixt 
us  ;  but  (he  and  I  may  keep  company  all  as  one ;  and 
I  find  Madge  has  been  fpeaking  with  Gaftcr  Broad- 
wheels,  the  waggoner,  about  her  carriage  up  to  London  : 
fo  that  I  have  got  rid  of  fhe,  and  I  am  fure  I  have  rea« 
fon  to  be  main  glad  of  it,  for  (he  led  me  a  wearifome 
lite — But  that's  the  way  of  them  all. 

A  I  R    XXXVI. 

A  plague  on  thafe  wenches,  they  makefucb  a 
IV hen  once  they  have  Itt'n  a  man  have  his 
They're  ai'ways  a  whining  for  fame  thing  or  other  ^ 

Ar.d  cry  h?s  unkind  in  his  carriage. 
What  tho'f  hefpeaks  them  nt'er  fj  fairly  ^ 
Still  they  ketp  feezing,  teaming  en  : 
You  cannot  perfade  'em, 
*  Till  promife  you've  made  'em  ; 
And  after  they've  got  /'/, 

They  tell  you add  rot  if, 

£#/;>  character's  blajlid^  they're  ruin'd  undone  : 
And  then  to  be  fure,  S/r, 
There  is  but  one  cure,  S/r, 
And  all  their  difcourfe  is  of  marriage* 

SCENE    VI. 

A  Greenkoufe+ 
Enter  YOUNG  MEADOWS. 

T.  Meadows.  I  am  glad  I  had  the  precaution  to  bring 
this  fuii  of  cloaihs  in  my  bundle,  though  I  hardly  know 
my  felt  in  them  again,  they  appear  fo  ftrange,  and  feel  fo 
unweildy.  However,  my  gardener's  jacket  goes  on  no 
more. — I  wonder  this  girl  does  not  come  (looking  at  his 

watch]  :  perhaps  (he  won't  come Why  then  Til  go 

into  the  village,  take  a  polt-chaife  and  depart  without 
any  farther  ceremony, 

AIR 
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A  I  R    XXX.VII. 


Ho<w  much  fuperior  beauty 

The  coldeji  bojom*  find  -3 
But  'with  refijilefs  force  it  draws, 

Toftnfe  and  fweetnefe  join*  d. 
The  Co/kef,  cwhere^  to  outivar 

The  workman's  art  isfeen, 
Is  doubly  walud)  ewken  ive  know 

It  holds  a  gem  within. 

Hark  !  (he  comes. 

SCENE    VII. 
Enter.  Sir  WILLIAM  MEADOWS  and  HAWTHORN. 

T.  Meadows.  Confufion  !  jny  father  !  What  can  this 
mean  ? 

Sir  With  Tom,  are  not  you  a  fad  boy,  Tom,  to  bring 
me  a  hundred  and  forty  miles  here  —  May  I  never  do  an 
ill  turn,  but  you  deferve  to  have  your  head  broke  ;  and 
I  have  a  good  mind,  partly-—  What,  firrah,  don't  you 
think  it  worth  your  while  to  fpeak  tome  ? 

T*  Meadowi.  Forgive  me,  Sir;  I  own  I  have  been  in 
a  fault. 

Sir  Will.  In  a  fault]  to  run  away  from  me  becaufe 
I  was  going'  to  do  you  good  —  May  1  never  do  an  ill  turn, 
Mr.  Hawthorn,  if  I  did  not  pkk  out  as  fine  girl  for  him, 
partly,  as  any  in  England  ;  and  the  rafcal  run  away 
1  from  me,  and  came  here  and  turn'd  gardener.  And  pray 
what  did  you  propofe  to  yourfelf,  Tom  ?  I  know  you 
were  always  fond  of  Botany  as  they  call  it  ;  did  you  in 
tend  to  keep  the  trade  going,  and  advertife  fruit-trees 
and  •flowering-fhrubs,  to  be  had  at  Meadow's  nurfery  ? 

Hawth.  No,  Sir   William,    I  apprehend  the  young 
,  gentleman  dpfigned  to  lay  by  the  profeflion  ;  for  he  has 
quitted  the  habit  already. 

T.  Meadow.  I  am  fo  aitonifhed  to  fee  you  here,  Sir, 
that  I  don't  know  what  to  fay  ;  but  I  allure  you,  if  you 
had  not  come,  1  mould  have  returned  home  to  you  di- 
redly.  Pray,  Sir,  how  did  you  find  me  out  r 

'Sir 
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Sir  Will,  No  matter,  Tom,  no  matter  ;  it  v/as  partly 
by  accident,  as  a  body  may  fay  ;  but  what  does  that  fig- 
nify — :cll  me,  boy,  how  fhmds  your  ftomach  towards 
matrimony  ;  do  you  think  you  could  digcft  a  wife  now  ? 

Y.  MHU/VIW*  Prsiy,  Sir,  don't  mention  it :  I  (hall  al 
ways  behave  inyfclr"  as  a  dutiful  fen  ought ;  I  will  never 
marry  without  your  confent,  and  I  hope  you  won't  force 
me  to  do  it  againft  my  own. 

Sir  Will.  Is  not  this  mighty  provoking,  matter  Haw 
thorn  ?  Why,  firrah,  did  you  ever  fee  the  lady  I  defigned 
for  you  ? 

Y.  MeaJoi'.'s.  Sir,  I  don't  doubt  the  lady's  merit ;  but 
at  prcfent,  I  am  not  difpofed  ••  ••  • 

Huiutb.  N?y,  but  young  gentlcir-an,  fair  and  foftly, 
you  ihould  pay  ibmc  refpect  to  your  father  in  this  matter. 

Sir.  Wilt.  Refpe<%  mailer  Hawthorn  !  I  tell  you  he 
fhall  marry  her,  or  Pll  difmherit  him  !  there's  once. 
Look  you,  Tom,  not  to  make  any  more  words  of  the 
matter,  I  have  brought  the  lady  here  with  me,  and  I'll 
fee  you  contracted  before  we  part ;  or  you  (hall  delve  and 
plant  cucumbers  as  long  as  you  live. 

T.  Meadows.  Have  you  brought  the  lady  here,  Sir  ?  I 
am  forry  for  it. 

Sir  Will.  Why  forry  ?  what  then  }"ou  won't  marry 
her  ?  we'll  fee  that !  Pray,  matter  Hawthorn,  conduct 

the  fair  one  in. -Ay,  Sir,  you  may  fret,  and  dance 

about,  trot  at  the  rate  of  fifteen  miles  an  hour,  if  you 
plcafe,  but  marry  whip  me,  I'm  refolv'd. 


SCENE    VIII. 

Sir  WILLIAM   MEADOWS,    HAWTHORN,    YOUNG 
MEADOWS,  ROSSETTA. 

Hawth.  Here  is  the  lady,  Sir  William, 

Sir  Will.  Come  in,  madam,  but  turn  your  face  from 
Vim — he  would  not  marry  you  becaufc  he  had  not  feen 
you :  but  I'll  let  him  know  my  choice  ftSall  be  his,  and 
he  fliall  confent  to  marry  you  before  he  fees  you,  or  not 
an  acre  of  cihte— Pray,  Sir,  walk  this  way- 

F  Y. 
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Y.  Meadows.  Sir,  I  cannot  help  thinking  your  conduct 
aTittle  extraordinary  ;  but,  fince  you  urge  me  fo  clofely, 
I  mult  tell  you  my  affections  are  engaged. 

Sir  mil.  How,  Tom,  how! 

Y.  Meadows.  I  was  determined,  Sir,  to  have  got  the 
better  of  my  inclination,  and  never  have  done  a  thing 
which  I  knew  would  be  difagreeable  to  you. 

Sir  Will.  And  pray,  Sir,  who  are  your  affections  en 
gaged  to  ?  Let  me  know  that. 

Y.  Meadows.  To  a  perfon,  Sir,  whofe  rank  and  for 
tune  may  be  no  recommendations  to  her  :  but  whofe 
charms  and  aceompliihments  entitle  her  to  a  monarch.  I 
am  forry,  Sir,  it's  impoffible  for  rae  to  comply  with 
your  commands,  and  I  hope  you  will  not  be  offended  if 
I  quit  your  pre  fence. 

Sir  will.  Not  I,  not  in  the  leaft.j  go  about  your 
bufmefs. 

T.  Meadows.  Sir,  I  obey. 

Ha,wik.   AW;,  madam,  is  the  time. 

advances  ^  Young  Meadows  turns  round  and  feu 
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RofT,         *  When  we  fee  a  lover 

*  And  bis  truth  and  honour  p 
*  Ah  /  bow  f  wee  t  to  heal  his 
•*  And  repay  him  lave  for  love.' 

Sir.  Will.  Well,  Tom,  will  you  go  away  from  me  noxv  ? 

Hawtb.  Perhaps,  Sir  William,  your  fon  does  not  like 
the  lady  ;  and  it  fo,  pray  don't  put  a  force  upon  his 
inclination. 

Y.  Meadows.  You  need  not  have  taken  this  method, 
Sir,  to  let  me  fee  you  are  acquainted  with  my  folly, 
whatever  my  inclinations  are. 

Sir  Will.  VVeH,  but  Tom,  fuppofe  I  give  my  confent 
to  your  marrying  this  young  woman  ? 

Y.  Meadows.  Your  confenr,  Sir  ! 

*  Ro//l  Come,  Sir  William,  we  have  carried  the  jeft 
1  far  enough  ;  I  fee  your  fon  is  in  a  kind  of  embarrafT- 

*  ment,  and  I  don't  wonder  at  it  ;  but  this  letter,  which 

*  I  received  from  him  a  few  days  before  I  left  my 

father's, 
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father's  houfe,  will,  I  apprehend,  expound  ihc  riddle. 
He  cannot  be  furprifed  that  1  ran  away  from  a  gentle 
man  who  exprefled  fo  much  ditiike  to  me  ;  and  what 
has  happened  fince  chance  has  brought  us  together  in 
mafquerade,  there  is  no  occafion  for  me  to  inform  him 
of. 

4  r.  Mtadaw?  What  is  all  this  ?  Pray  don't  m;.ke  a 
Jeft  of  me, 

Sir  WH/.  May  I  never  do  an  ill  turn,  Tom,    if  it  is  no 
truth  ;   this  is  my  friend's  daughter. 
}'.  Meadows*  Sir  ! 

Rofl.  Even  fo  j  'tis  very  true  indeed.  In  fhorr,  you 
HMVC  not  been  a  morewhimfical  gentleman  than  I  have  a 
gentlewoman  ;  but  you  fee  we  are  defined  for  one  ano 
ther  'cis'plain 

}".  Mtaaovus.  1  know  not,  madam,  what  I  either  hear 
or  fee  ;  a  thoufand  things  are  crowding  on  my  ima 
gination  ;  waile,  like  one  jull  awakened  horn  a  dieain, 
I  doubt  which  is  reality,  which  delation. 

Sir  Will.  Well  then,  Tom,  come  into  the  air  a  bit, 
and  recover  youriVlf. 

T.  Mtadow.  Nay,  dear  Sir,  have  a  little  patience ; 
do  you  give  her  to  me  ? 

Sir  /•;>//.  Give  her  to  you !  ay,  that  I  do,  and  my 
blelling  into  the  bargain. 

T~.  Meadows.  Thenr  Sir,  I  am  the  happieit  man  in  the 
world  ;  I  enquire  no  farther  ;  here  I  tix  the  utmoft  li 
mits  of  my  hopes  and  happinefs. 
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Y.  Mead.     All  I  <wift>  in  ktr  obtaining  ] 

1    Fortune  can  no  n.trt  itn 
RolT«  Let  my  eyes,  my  thoughts 

Speak  the  f tilings  of  my  heart* 
Y.  Mead.     Joy  and  pleafure  tiewr  ceo/ing, 
RoiT,  Love  iuith  length  of  years  intreajing* 

Together.      Tbus  my  heart  and  bund  furrtndtr^ 

Here  my  faith  and  truth  I  plight  ; 
Conjtant  //'//,  and  kind,  and  tender  9    • 

May  ourjlames  turn  ever  bright, 

F  2  Haiutk 
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Hawtb.  Give  you  joy,  Sir ;  and  you,  fair  lady—-— 
And,  under  favour,  I'll  falute  you  too,  if  there's  no  fear 
tf  jealoufy. 

JT.  Meadows.  And  may  I  believe  this  ?—  Pr'ythee  tell 
me,  dear  Rotfetta. 

Rcff.  Step  into  the  houfe  and  I'll  tell  you  every  thing 
—I  muft  intrcat  the  good  offices  of  Sir  William,  and  Mr* 
Hawthorn,  immediately ;  for  I  am  in  the  utmoft  unca-* 
finefs  about  my  poor  friend  Lueinda. 

Hanvtb.  W  hy,  what's  the  matter  ? 

Rojf.  I  don't  know,  but  [  have  reafon  to  fear  I  left 
tier  juft  now  in  very  difagreeable  circumftances  ;  how 
ever,  I  hope,  if  there's  any  mifchief  fallen,  out  between 

her  father  and  her  lover 

*  The  mufic  m  after  !  I  thought  fo. 
ill.  What,  is  there  a  lover  in  the  cafe  ?  May  I 
never  do  an  ill  turn,  but  I  am  glad,  fo.  I  am  ;  for  we'll 
make  a  double  wedding  j  and,  by  way  of  eel;  br;uing  if, 
take  a  trip  to  London,  to  fhew  the  br  des  fome  of  the 
pleafures  of  the  town*  And,  mailer  Hawthorn,  you  fiiali 
be  of  the  party— Come,  children,  go  before  us. 

Hawth.  Thank  you,  Sir  William ;  1'U  go  into  the 
houfe  with  you,  and  to  church  to  fee  the  young  folkt> 
married  ;  but  as  to  London,  I  beg  to  be  cxcufcd* 
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If  ever  Tm  catctfti  in  tbofe  regions  of  fm&kf^ 

Tbatfeat  of  confufion  and  noi/i, 
May  I  nfer  know  tht  faeets  of  a  Dumber  unbrokf^ 

Nor  tbf  pleajure  the  country  t*tjoys9 
Nay  morf,  let  ihtm.  take  «r#,  to  punijb  my  Jin y 

Where  j  gating, ,  /^Cockneys  tbtyjhece^ 
Ciap  me  up  <tuiib  tbeir  mstijltn^  cry,  mtfften  'walk  j»^ 
tttefsr  -tya o-pmce  a 
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SCENE    IX. 

Jujlice  WOODCOCK'/  Ha  II. 

Enter  Juftict  WOODCOCK,  Mrs.  DEB.  WOODCOCK,  Lv 

CINDA,  ElJiTACE,  HoDGE. 

Mn.  Deb.  Why^  brother,  do  you  think  I  can  hear, 
or  fee,  or  make  ufe  of"  my  lenfes  ?  I  teil  you,  I  lefr  that 
fellow  locked  up  in  her  clolet ;  and,  while  1  have  been 
with  you,  they  have  broke  open  the  door,  and  got  him 
out  again. 

y.  Woodcock.  Well,  you  hear  what  they  fay. 

Mrj.  Deh.  I  care  not  what  they  fay  ;  it's  you  encou 
rage  them  in  their  impudence — Hatk'e,  hufley,  will 
you  fact-  me  down  that  I  did  not  lock  the  fellow  up  ? 

Luiin.  Heally,  aunt,  I  don't  know  what  you  mean  ; 
when  you  talk  intelligibly,  1*11  anfwer  you. 

hu/r.  Serioufly,  madam,  this  is  carrying  the  jefl  a 
little  too  far- 

Mn.  Deb.  What  then,  I  did  not  catch  you  together 
in  her  chamber,  nor  over-hear  your  ddign  of  going  off 
to-night,  nor  find  the  bundles  packed  up — 

Eujt.  Ha,  ha,  ha. 

Luan.  Why  aunt  you  rave. 

Mrs.  Deb.  Prother,  as  I  am  a  Chriftian  woman,  fhc 
crnfcfled  the  whole  uffrir  to  me  from  firft  to  lail  ;  and  in 
this  very  place  was  dowh  upon  her  marrow-bones  for 
half  an  hour  together,  to  beg  I  would  conceal  it  froia 
you. 

#*£,.  Oh  Lord!  Oh  Lord! 

Mn.  Dei-.  What,  firrah,  would  you  brazen  me  too! 
Take  that  (boxes  him.) 

Ho  ^e.  1  uilh  you  would  keep  your  hands  to  yourfelf; 
you  Qr.ke  me,  Lecaufe  you  luve  been  telling  his  worihip 
llories. 

J.  Wooti'iofl.  Why,  fitter,  you  are  tipfey  ! 

Mrs.  Deb.  1  ripfey,  brother! — I — that  never  touch  a 
drop  of  any  th'.n^  (bong  from  year's  end  to  ycai's  end  ; 
but  n(  w  and  then  a  liule  aniieed  water,  when  1  have  got 
the  cholic. 

F  I* 
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Lucin.  Well,  aunt,  you  have  been  complaining  of  the 
ftomach-ach  all  day  ;  and  may  have  taken  too  powerful 
a  dofe  of  your  cordial. 

y.  Woodcock.  Come,  come,  I  fee  well  enough  how  it 
is ;  this  is  a  lye  of  her  own  invention,  to  make  herfelf  ap 
pear  wife  :  but,  you  limpleton,  did  you  not  know  I  muft 
find  you  out  ? 


SCENE    X. 

Enter  Sir  WILLIAM    MEADOWS,    HAWTHORN,    Res- 
SETTA,  YOUNG  MEADOWS* 

2V  Meadows.  Blefs  me,  Sir !  look  who  is  yonder- 

Sir*  Will.  Cockfbones,  Jack,  honeft  Jack,  are  you 
there  ? 

Eujf.  Plague  on't,  this  rencounter  Is  unlucky Sir 

William,  your  fervant. 

Sir  Will.  Your  fervant  again,  and  again,  heartily  your 
fervant ;  may  I  never  do  an  ill  txirn,  but  I  am  glad  to 
meet  you. 

y.  Woodcock.  Pray,  Sir  William,  arc  you  acquainted 
with  this  perfon  ? 

Sir  Will.  What,  with  Jack  Euftace  I  why  he's  my 
kinfman  :  his  mother  and  I  was  coufin-germans  once  re 
moved,  and  Jack's  a  very  worthy  young  fellow  ;  may  I 
never  do  an  ill  turn  if  I  tell  a  word  of  a  lye. 

y.  Woodcock.  Well,  but  Sir  William,  let  me  tell  you, 
you  know  nothing  of  the  matter  ;  tkis  man  is  a  mutk- 
mafter  ;  a  thrummer  of  wire,  and  a  fcraper  of  cat-gur, 
and  teaches  my  daughter  to  fuig. 

Sir  Will.  What  Jack  Eufiace  a  muiick-matfer  \  noy  no/ 
1  know  him  better. 

Euft+  'Sdeath,  why  ihould  I  attempt  to  carry  on  this 
abfurd  farce  any  longer  ? — What  that  gentleman  tells 
you  is  very  true,  Sir  j  I  am  no  mufic-mauer  indeed. 

y.  Woodcock.  You  are  not,  you  own  it  then  ? 

Euft.  Nay,  more,  Sir,  I  am  as  this  lady  has  reprefent- 
ed  me  (pointing  to  Mrs.  Deborah) ',  your  daughter's  lover  ; 
\vhom,  witb  her  own  confent,  I  did  intend  to  have  car 
ried  off  this  night ;  but  now  that  Sir  William  Meadows 
is  here,  to  tell  you  who*.,  ami  what  I  am  ;  I  throw  my- 

felf 
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felf  upon  your  generality,  from  which  I  expecl  greater 
advantages  than  I  could  reap  from  any  impofuion  ou 
your  unfufpicious  nature. 

Mrs.  Deb.  Well,  brother,  what  have  you  to  fay  for 
yourfelf  now  ?  You  have  made  a  precious  day's  work  of 
it  1  Had  my  advice/  been  taken  :  Oh  I  am  aftiamed  of 
you,  but  you  are  a  weak  man,  and  it  can't  be  help'd  ; 
however,  you  mould  let  wifer  heads  direct  you. 

Ludn.  Dear  papa,  pardon  me. 

Sir  WilL  Ay,  do,  Sir,  forgive  her  ;  my  coufin  Jack 
will  make  her  a  good  bulb-and,.  1*11  anfwer  for  it. 

Ro/.  Stand  out  of  the  way,  and  let  me  fpeak  two  or 
three  words  to  his  worfhip.—  -Come,  my  dear  Sir,  though 
you  refufe  all  the  world,  I  am  fure  you  can  deny  me 
nothing  :  love  is  a  venial  fault  —  You  know  what  I 
mean.  —  —Be  reconciled  to  your  daughter,  I  conjure  you, 
by  the  memory  of  our  pad  affections—  -What,  not  a 
word  ! 

A  I  R    XLI. 

G^,  ttavgbty  marr,  I  can't  abid*  you  f 

Art  then  ytitr  >vo-"ws  ft  foon  forgot  ? 
Ab  !  mvi  I  -Jet  if  I  bad  try*  d  you, 

What  would  have  been  my  hopeful  faf. 

But  hert  I  charge  you~Muke  thtm  happy  ; 

Bltfs  the  fend  pair,  and  crown  their  bitfs  ; 
Cyme  be  a  diar  good  nxtur^d  pappy, 

A*d  Fil  reward  you  wtb  a  kifs* 


Mrs.  Deb.  Come,  turn  out  of  the  houfe,  and  be 
thankful  my  brother  does  not  hang  you,  for  he  could 
do  it,  he's  a  juitice  or  peace  ;  —  turn  out  of  the  houfc,  I 

J.  IVodGock*  Who  gave  you  authority  to  turn-  him  out 
of  the  houfe  —  he  ibuli  itay  where  he  is. 

Mrs.  Deb.  He  flmn't  marry  my  neice. 

J.  Woodcock.  Shan't  he  >  but  I'll  (hew  you  the  dif 
ference  now,  I  fay,  he  (hall  marry  her,  and  what  will 
you  do  about  it  ? 

Mn%  Deb.  And  you  will  gjre  him  yo*K  e(hte  too, 
will  you  ? 
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y.  Woodcock.  Yes,  I  will. 

Mrs.  Dd.  Why  I'm  lure  he's  a  vagabond. 

J.  W(,o.'co:k.  I  Lke  him  the  better,  I  would  have  him 
a  vagabond, 

M  s.Def.  Brother,  brother! 

Hawri\  Con.e,  come,  madam,  all's  very  well,  and  I 
fee  my  neighbour  is  what  I  always  thought  him,  a  man 
of  fenie  and  prudence. 

Sit  Witi.  May  I  never  do  an  ili  turn,  but  I  fay  fo 
too. 

J.  Woodcock.  Here,  young  fellow,  'ake  my  daughter, 
and  blefs  you  b,*th  together  ;  but  hark  you,  no  money 
till  I  die  ;  obierve  that. 

Euji.  Sir,  in  giving  me  your  daughter,  you  beflow 
upon  me  more  than  the  whole  world  would  be  without 
her. 

Rcf.  Dear  Luanda,  if  words  could  convey  the  tnin- 
Iportb  of  my  heart  upon  th's  occafion— — 

Luctr..  Words  are  the  Tools  of  hypocrites,  the  pretend 
ers  to  friendship  ;  only  let  us  refolve  to  preferve  our 
eileem  for  each  other. 

7",  Mea*ov.-s.  Dear  Jack,  1  little  thought  we  (hould 
ever  meet  in  fuch  odd  circurn (lances  but  here  has  been 
the  flrangeft  bulinefs  between  this  la^y  and  me— 

Hodge.  What  then,  Mrs.  Rolietta,  are  you  turned  falfe- 
hearted  after  all ;  will  you  marry  Thomas  the  gardener; 
and  did  I  forfake  M.:dge  for  this>  ? 

Rrf.  Oh  lord  !  Hodge,  I  beg  your  pardon  ;  I  proteft 
I  forgot ;  but  I  muft  reconcile  you  and  Ma-ige,  I  rtimk, 
and  give  you  a  wedding  dinner  to  make  you  amends. 

hvi-g".  N — ah. 

Hawtb.  Adds  me,  Sir,  here  are  fome  of  your  neigh 
bours  come  to  vifit  you,  and  I  fuppofe  to  make  up  ths 
company  of  your  ilatut  -b  '!  ;  vender's  mulic  too  I  feei 
fliali  we  enjoy  ourfelves  r  lr  fo  give  me  yoiu  hand. 

J.  •/o(>dc:>;k.  Why,  here's  my  h.md,  and  we  will  en 
joy  ouifelves  ;  Heaven  blefe  you  both,  children,  i  fay- 
Siller  Deborah  you  are  a  tool. 

Mr  .  D.  .   You  are  a  fool,  brother  j    and  mark   my 

Wo'-ds But  I'll     ive  myfelf  no  more  trouble  about 

you. 

sj  ftr.ke  up» 

AIR 
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*witb  cnrtt,  ectnplaints,  an 

e  jollify  *nd  jay  ; 
E-v'ry  gritf  in  pleafurt  drowning^ 
Mirth  this  happy  night  employ  : 
Left  to  fritrutjbip  do  <ntr  duty, 

Laugh  and  /ing  fomt  good  old  ft  rain  ; 
t)rink  a  health  to  Iwe  and  btautj  — 
May  they  long  in  triumph  rtign. 
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%*  Tie  lines  dljlingutjhcd  by  inverted  comas,   f  thus,"    are  omitted  in 
the  representation. 


ACT     I.        SCENE      I. 

A    Room    in    O  L  n  R  E  N  T  s*    Houfe. 
Enter  Oldrents  and  Hearty. 

IT  has  indeed,  friend,  much  afflided  me. 

Heart.  And  very  juftly,  let  me  tell  you,  fir,  to 
give  ear  and  faith  too  (by  your  leave)  to  fortune-tellers  ! 
wizards,  and  gipfies. 

Old.  I  have  fince  been  frighted  with  it  in  a  thoufand 
dreams. 

Heart.  I  wou'd  go  drunk  a  thoufand  times  to  bed, 
rather  than  dream  of  any  of  their  riddlemy  riddleme- 
ries. 

A  I  R     I. 

To-day  let  us  newer  be  /laves, 

Nor  the  fate  of  to-morrow  enquire  . 
Old  wizards ,  and  gipfesy  are  knaves, 

And  the  devil,  iue  knonv,  is  a  liar. 
Then  drink  off  a  bumper  wbilft  you  niay^ 
We'll  laugh,  and  --we'll fing,  tbd*  our  hairs  art  grey  ; 

He* s  a  fool,  and  an  afs, 

That  will  baidk  afullglafe* 
for  fear  of  another  day. 

B  Old. 
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Old.  Wou'd  I  had  your  merr/heart ! 

Heart.  I  thank  you,  fir. 

Old,  I  mean  the  like; 

Heart.  I  wou'd  you  had  !  and  I  fuch  an  eflate  as 

your's.- Four  thoufand  pounds  a  year,  and  fuch  a 

heart  as  mine,  would  defy  fortune,  and  all  her  babbling 
foothfayers. 

Old.  Come,  I  will  flrive  to  think  no  more  on't. 

Heart.  Will  you  ride  forth  for  the  air  then,  and  be 
jnerr?  ? 

Old.  Your  counfel,  and  example,  may  inftruft  me. 

Heart.  Sack  muft  be  had  in  fundry  places  too.  For 
fongs  I  am  provided. 

AIR      II. 

In  Nottinghammirc, 

Let  'cm  boaft  of  their  beer  ; 
With  a  hay  down,  down,  and  a  down! 
rilfing  in  the  praife  of  good  Jack  : 
Old.fack,  and  old  Jherry, 
Will  make  your  heart  merry , 
Without  e^er  a  rag  to  your  back. 

7 hen  caft  away  care, 
Sid  adieu  to  defpair, 

With  a  down,  down,   down,  and  a  down  f 
Like  fools  our  own  f  arrows  we  make  : 
In  fpite  of  dull  thinking, 
While  fack  we  are  drinking, 
Our  hearts  are  too  bujy  to  ache. 

Enter  Springlove,  with  books  and  papers,  and  a  bunch  of 
keys.     He  lays  them  on  the  table. 

Old.  Yet  here  comes  one  brings  me  a  fecond  fear,  who 
has  my  care  next  nnto  my  children. 

Heart.  Yourlteward>  fir,  it.feems,  has  bufinefswith 
you  :  I  wifh  you  would  have  none  with  him. 

Old.  I'll  foon  difpatch  it,  and  then  be  for  our  jour 
ney  inftantly. 

Heart.  I'll  wait  your  coming  down,  fir.  [Exit. 

Old. 
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CM.   But  why,  Springlove,  is  now  this  expedition  ? 
Spr.  Sir,  'tis  duty. 

Old.  Not  common  nmo:  ds,  \  confcfs,  to  urge 

in   t'K-ir  accounts  before  the  d:iy  their   lords   have    li- 

Spr.  Sir,  your  indulgence,  I  hope,   fhall    ne'er  cor 
r;:;-t  inc. — Here,  lir,  is  the  balance  of  the  fcveral   ac 
counts,  which  (hews  you  what  remains  in  cafh  ;  which 
added  to  your  former  bank,  makes  up  in  all 

Old.  Twelve  thoufand  and  odd  pounds. 

Spr.  Here  are  the  keys  of  all  :  the  cherts  are  fafe  in 
your  own  cjofet. 

OU.  Why  in  my  c!ofet  ?  Is  not  your's  as  falx^? 

Spr    Oh,  f:r,  you  know  my  fuit. 

Old.  Your  fuit !  what  Ant  ? 

Spr.  Touching  the  time  of  the  year. 

Old.  'Tis  \velf  nigh  May.  Why  what  of  tint  Sring- 
love  ?  [Birds  fag. 

Spr.  Oh,  fir,  you  hear  I  am  calPd  ! 

Old.  Are  there  delights  in  beggary  ?  or  if  to  take  di- 
verfity  of  air  be  fucli  a  folace,  travel  the  kingdom  over  ; 
and  if  this  yield  not  variety  enough,  try  farther  (pro 
vided  your  deportment  bfc  genteel)  take  horfe,  and  man, 
and  money,  you  have  all,  or  I  11  allow  enough. 

[Nightingale,  CV<f/f0w,  &c.fags. 

Spr.  Oh,  how  am  I  confounded  I-dear  fir,  return  me 
nnked  to  the  world,  rather  than  lay  thofe  burdens  on 

me,  which  will  fliF.e  me  ;  I  muft  abroad,  or  perifh 

Have  I  your  leave,  fir  ? 

Old.  I  leave  you  to  difpute  it  with  yourfelf :  I  have 
no  voice  to  bid  you  go,  or  jlay. 

Spr.  I  am  confounded  in  my  obligations'  to  this  good 
man. 

Enter  Randal,  and  three  or  four  fervants  with  bajkets. 
The  fer<v  ants  go  off*. 

Now,  fellows,  what  news  from  whence  you  came  ? 

Rand.  The  old  wonted  news,  fir,  from  your  gueft- 

houfe,  the  old  barn  :  they  have  all  pray'd  for  you,  and 

our  matter,  as  their  manner  is,  from  the  teeth  outward  : 

Marry  !  from  the  teeth  inward,  'tis  .enough  to  fwallow 

B  2  your 


4  THE     JOVIAL     CREW. 

your  alms,  from  whence,  I  think,  their  prayers  feldom 
come. 

Spr.  Thou  art  old  Randal  ftill  !  ever  grumbling  !  but 
itill  officious  for  'em, 

Rand.  Yes,  hang  'em,  th^y  know  I  love  'em  well 
enough  :  I  have  had  merry  bouts  with  fome  of  'em. 

AIR     III. 

And  he  that  'will  not  merry ,  merry  l>f, 

With  a  pretty  lafs  in  a  bed  ; 
/  cwijh  he  were  laid  in  our  church-yard. 

With  a  tomb -ft one  over  his  head. 
He,  if  he  could,  to  b*  merry,  merry  there  9 

We  to  be  merry  t  merry  here  ; 
For  who  does  know,  ijubere  nve  Jha II  go^ 

To  be  merry  another  year, 
Brave  boys  !  to  be  merry  another  year, 

Spr.  Well,  honeft  Randal  !  thus  it  is 1  am  for 

a  journey :  I  know  not  how  long  will  be  my  abfence : 
but  I  will  prefently  take  order  with  the  cook  and  butler 
for  my  wonted  allowance   to  the  poor.      And   I  will 
,  leave  money  with  them  to  manage  the  affair  till  my  re 
turn. 
&W.c-Then  rife  up  Randal,  bailey  of  the  beggars. 

[Exeunt, 

SCENE,     a  Barn. 

*Tbe  BeggNH  are  difco<vered  in  their  Poftures  :  then  they  iffue 
forth,  and  at  laft  the  Patrico. 

Enter  Springlove. 

All  the  Beggars.  Our  mafler  !  our  mailer  !  our  fvveet 
and  comfortable  mafter  ! 

Spr.  How  chear,  my  hearts  ? 

i  Beg.  Moft  crowfe  !  mofl  caperingly  !  mall  we 
dance  ?  ihall  we  fmg  to  welcome  our  king  ? 

A  I  R 
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AIR    IV. 

1  Bee.  Worn.  Tho*  aU  are  difcontented  grown, 

And  fain  would  change  condition  ; 
The  courtier  envies  now  the  clown, 
Tic  clown  turns  politician. 

2  Beg.  Worn.  Ambition  ft  ill  is  void  of  wit, 

And  makes  a  woeful  figure  •' 
For  none  of  'em  all  e'er  envy*  d  yet, 

The  life  of  a  jovial  beggar. 
Cho.  Ambit  ion  J}  illy  &C. 


3  Beg.  Worn.  The  man  that  hourly  racks  his  brain, 

To  encreafe  his  ufel^fs  Jiore, 
Still  dreads  a  fall,  and  lives  in  pain, 
While  we  can  fall  no  lower. 

4  Beg.  Worn.  The  dame  of  rich  attire  that  brags, 

Wou  d  willingly  unrig  her  : 
Did  jhe  but  know  the  joys  of  'rags  •, 
And  the  life  of  a  jovial  beggar,. 
Chorus  of  all.  The  dame,  Sec. 

Spr.  What,  is  he  there  ?  that  folemn  old  fellow  ? 

2  Beg.  Man.  O,  fir  !  the  rareft  of  them  all  !  he  is  a 
prophet  ;  fee  how  he  holds  up  his  pro^riofticating  nofe  : 
he  is  divining  now. 

Spr.  How  !  a  prophet  ! 

2  Beg.  Man.  Yes,  fir,  a  cunning-man,  and  a  fortune 
teller  ;  'tis  thought  he  was  a  great  clerk  before  his  de 
cay  ;  but  he  is  very  clofe,  will  not  tell  his  beginning, 
nor  the  fortune  he  himfelf  is  fallen  from.  vBut  he  ferves 
us  for  a  clergyman  ftill,  and  marries  us,  if  need  be, 
after  a  new  way  of  his  o.vn, 

Spr.  How  long  have  you  had  his  company  ? 

2  Beg.  Man.  But  lately  come  among  us,  but  a  very 
ancient  ftroller  all  the'land  over;  and  has  traveled  with 
gipfies,  'and  is  a  Fatrico.  —  -  Shall  he  read  your 
fortune,  fir  ? 

Spr.  If  it  pleafe  him. 

Pat.  Lend  me  your  hand,  fir. 

By  this  palm  I  underftand  • 

Thou  art  born  to  wealth  and  land  : 

B  3  And 
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And  after  many  a  bitter  guft, 
Shall  build  with  thy  great  grandfire's  dull. 
Spr.  Where  mall  I  find  it  ?  but  come,  I'll  not  trouble 
my  head  wiih  the  fearch. 

2  Beg  Man.  What  fay  you,  fir,  to  our  crew  ?  are  we 
not  well  congregated  ? 

Spr.  You  are  a  jovial  crew  !  the  only  people  whofe 
happinefs  I  admire. 

3  Beg.  Man.  Will  you  make  us  happy  in  ferving  you  ? 
have  you  any  enemies  ?  fhall  we  fight  under  ye  ?  will 
you  be  our  captain  ? 

2  Beg.  Man.  Nay,  our  king  ! 

3  Beg.  Man.  Command  us  fomething,  fir  ! 
Spr.  Where's  the  next  rendezvous  ? 

I  Beg.  Man.  Neither  in  village,  nor  in  town, 

But  three  miles  off,  at  Maple-down. 
$pr.  At  evening,  there  I'll  vilit  you. 
1  Beg.  Man.  And  there  you'll  find  us  frolick. 

AIR     V. 

1  Beg.  Man.  We'll  glad  our  hearts  with  the  beft  of  our 

cheer,, 
Our  fpirits    we'll  raife  with  his  honour's 

ftrong  beer  ; 

All  ft  rangers  to  hope,  and  regardlefs  of  fear, 
We'll  make  this  the  merrieji  night  of  the  year. 
Cho.  'The year,  we'll  make  this  the  merrieft  'night  of  the 
year. 

2  Beg,  Man.  Nor  farrow,  nor  pain,  amongft  us  Jhall  be 

found, 
To  cur  mafter's  good  health  Jhall  the  cup  be 

crown d, 

That  long  he  may  li<ve,  and  in  blifs  abound, 
Shall  be  every  man's  wijk,  'while  the  bowl 

goes  round. 
Cho,  Goes  round,  Jhall  be  every  man's  wife,  Sec, 


3  Beg, 
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3  Beg.  Man.   Our  'wants  IMC  can't  help,  nor  our  poverty 

cure  : 
To-morrow  mayn't  come,   of  to-night  we'll 

make  fur e  ; 
Will  laugh ,  and  lie  down,  although  we  are 

poor, 
slnd  our  love  fljall  remain,   tho'  the  wolf's 

at  the  dear. 
Cho.  The  door,  and  our  love,  &c. 

* 

4  Beg.  Man.   Then  brijk,  and  fmart,  Jhall  cur  mirth  go 

round, 

With  antick  meafures  we'll  heat  the  ground, 
To  pleafure  our  mafter,   in  duty  bound, 
We'll  dance  till  we're  lame,  and  drink  till 

we're  found. 
Cho.  Wire  found,  we'll  dance,  &c. 

Spr.  "  So  now  away.  [Exeunt  beggars" 

They  dream  of  happinefs  that  live  in  Hate, 
But  they  enjoy  it  that  obey  their  fate."      [Exit. 

SCENE,    Oldrents'  Ifcu/e. 
Enter  Vincent,  Milliard,  Meriel,  and  Rachel. 

Hill.  I  admire  the  felicity  they  take. 

Vin.  Beggars !  they  are  the  only  people  can  boaft  the 
benefit  of  a  free  ftate,  in  the  full  enjoyment  of  liberty, 
mirth,  and  eafe.  Who  would  have  loft  this  fight  of 
their  revels  ?  how  think  you,  ladies  ?  Are  they  not  the 
only  happy  in  a  nation  ? 

Mer.  Happier  than  we,  I'm  fure,  that  are  pent  up, 
and  ty'd  by  the  nofe  to  the  continual  itream  of  hot  hof- 
pitality  here  in  our  father's  houfe,  when  they  have  the 
air  at  pleafure  in  all  variety. 


A  I  R 
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AIR    VI. 

In  the  charming  month  of  May, 

When  the  pretty  little  birds  begin 
What  ajhame  at  home  toftay, 

Nor  enjoy  the  fmilingfpring  • 
While  the  beggar  that  looks  forlorn, 
*T%o*Jbe*s  not  Jo  nobly  born, 
With  her  rags  all  patch'' d  and  torn, 
While  Jhe  dances  andjings  'with  the  merry  men  and  maids 9. 
In  her  fmiling  eyes  you  may  trace 
And  her  innocent  chearful  face, 
Tho*  foe's  poor,  may  be 
More  happy  than  /he 
That  fighs  in  her  rich  brocades. 

Rach.  And  tho'  I  know  we  have  merrier  fpirits  than 
they,  yet  to  live  thus  confin'd,  flifles  me. 

AIR     VII. 

See  hcnv  the  lambs  are  fpcr  ting  •/ 
Hear  ho<vu  the  warblers  fing  ! 
See  ho<vj  the  doves  are  counting  ! 

All  nature  hails  the  J~pring* 
Let  us  embrace  the  b  tiffing, 
Beggars  alone  are  free ; 
Free  from  employment, 

Their  life  is  enjoyment 

Beyond  exprejfion  ; 
Happy  they  ewa^der, 
And  happy  Jleep  under 
The  greenwotdtree. 

HiU.  Why,  ladies,  you  have  liberty  enough,  or  may 
take  what  you  pleafe. 

Mer.  Yes,  in  our  father's  ritle  and  government,  or  by 
his  allowance:  what's  that  to  abfolute  freedom?  Such 
as  the  very  beggars  have ;  to  feail  and  revel  here  to-day, 
and  yonder  to-morrow ;  next  day,  where  they  pleafe; 
and  fo  on  ftill,  the  whole  country  or  kingdom  over. 
There's  liberty !  the  birds  of  the  air  can  take  no  more. 

Rach. 
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Rach.  And  then,  at  home  here,  or  wh<.ref:,ever  he 
comes,  our  hither  is  fo  penfive  (what  muddy  fpirit  fo- 
e'cr  poflefles  him,  wou'd  I  cou'd  conjure  it  out)  that  he 
makes  us  ever  fick  of  his  fadncls,  that  were  wont  to  do 
any  thing  before  him,  and  he  would  laugh  at  us. 

'Mer.  Now  he  never  looks  upon  us,  but  with  a  figh, 
or  tears  in  his  eyes,  tho'  we  fimper  never  fo  demurely. 
What  tales  have  been  told  him  of  us,  or  what  he  fuf- 
pec*s,  I  know  not,  but  I  am  weary  of  his  houfe» 

RaJj.  Does  he  think  us  wanton  tro,  becauie  fome* 
times  we  talk  as  lightly  as  great  ladies? 

A  I  R     VIIL 

Hovufiueet  is  the  evening 
When  the  lajjes  all  prepare, 

So  trim  and  fo  cluifi, 

To  trip  it  o'er  the  green , 
And  meet  with  tleirfaeet-bsartt  tbtrtf 

While  the  pale  town  lafs 

Difguifes  her  face, 
Tofqueak  at  a  mafquerade ; 

Where  the  proudeft  prude 

May  be  fubdudy 

And  when  Jhe  cries,  you're  rudsy 

You  may  conclude 
She  -will  not  die  a  maid* 

Rach.  J  can  fwear  fafely  for  the  virginity  of  one  of 

us,  fo  far  as  word  and  deed  goes Marry,   thoughts 

are  free. 

Mer.  Which  is  that  one  of  us,  I  pray  ?  Yourfelf,  or 
me? 

Rach.  Good  fifter  Meriel,  chanty  begins  at  home  : 
but  I'll  fwear,  1  think  as  charitable  of  thee,  "  and  not 
"  only  becaufe  thou  art  a  year  younger,  neither." 

Mer.  I  am  beholden  to  you. But  dear  Rachel,  as 

the  faying  is,  a  demure  look  is  no  fecurity  for  virtue. 
But  for  my  father,  I  would  I  knew  his  grief,  and  how 
to  cure  him,  or  that  we  were  where  we  cou'd  not  fee  it. 
It  fpoils  our  mirth,  and  that  has  been  better  than  his 
meat  to  us. 

ft*. 
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Pine.  Will  you  hear  our  propofal,  ladies? 

Mer.  Pihah  !  you  would  marry  us  prefently  out  of  his 
way,  becaufe  he  has  given  you  a  fooliih  kind  of  pro- 
mife  :  but  we  will  fee  him  in  a  better  humour  firft,  and 
as  apt  to  laugh,  as  we  to  lie  down,  I  warrant  him. 

Hill.  'Tis  like  that  courfe  will  cure  him,  would  you 
embrace  it. 

"Rack.  We  will  have  him  cur'd  firft,  I  tell   you,  and 
you  mall  wait  that  feafon,  and  our  leifure. 
.    Mer.  [  will  rather  venture  my  being  one'  of  the  ape- 
leaders,  than  to  marry  while  he  is  fo  melancholy. 

Fine.  We  are  for  any  adventure  with  you,  ladies. 

Rack.  And  we  will  put  you  to't. Come  afide, 

Meriel.  I  remember  an  old  fong  of  my  nurfe's,  every 
word  of  which  fhe  believed  as  much  as  her  pfalter,  that 
tts'd  to  make  me  long,  when  I  was  a  girl,  to  be  abroad 
in  a  moon -light  night. 

A  I  R    IX. 

•  At  night,  by  moon-light  on  the  plain, 

With  rapture,  how  P<ve  feen, 
Attended  by  her  harmlefs  traint 

The  little  fairy  queen  : 
Her  midnight  revels  fweetly  keep, 
While  mortals  are  involved  in  Jleept 
\        They  tript  it  o'er  the  green* 

And  where  they  danced  their  chearful  roundr> 

The  morning  would  difclofe, 
For  where  their  nimble  feet  do  bound t 

Each  flower  unbidden  grows  : 
The  dai/y   (fair  as  maids  in  May) 
The  cowjlip,  in  his  gold  array, 

And  blujhing  <violet  'rofe. 

Mer.  Come  hither,  Rachel. 
Ha!  ha,  ha! 

Vine.  What's  the  conceit,  I  wonder ! 
Rack.    1     TT   ,  ,        ,     , 
Mer.     |     Ha!  ha'  ha! 

Hill.  Some  merry  one  it  feems,  but  I'll  never  pre 
tend  to  guefs  at  a  woman's  mind. 

A  1  R 
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A  I  R     X. 

9 "'be  mind  cf  a  woman  can  never  Be  known, 
You  never  can  gucfs  it  aright  : 

I'll  tell  you  the  rcafon -Jhe  knows  not  her  own, 

It  changes  fo  often  e'er  night* 
'Twou'd  puzzle  Apollo, 
Her  wbim/ies  to  follow ', 
His  oracle  wou'd  be  a  jeft  ; 
She'll  frown  when  /he's  kind, 
Then  quickly  you'll  find, 
She'll  change  with  the  wind, 
And  often  abufes 
The  man  that  Jhe  ebufes, 
And  what  fie  refufesy 
Likes  beft. 

Racb.  And  then,   Meriel, hark   again — ha,    ha, 

ha! 

Vine.  How  they  are  taken  with  it? 

Mer.  Har  ha,  ha  !— Hark  again,  Rachel,— —I  am 
of  the  girl's  mind,  who  wou'd  not  take  the  man  me 
lik'd  bell,  'till  me  was  fure  he  lov'd  her  well  enough  to 
Jive  in  a  cottage  with  her. 

Both.  Ha,  ha,  ha  ! 

Vine.  Now,  hdies,  is  your  projeft  ripe?  poflefs  us 
with  the  knowledge  of  it.  You  know  how,  and  what 
we  have  vow'd;  to  wait  upon  you  anyhow,  and  any 
where. 

Mer.  And  you  will  ftand  to't? 

Vine.  Ay,  and  go  to't  with  you  wherever  it  be. 
What  fay  you,  are  you  for  a  trip  to  Bath? 

Mer.  No,  no,  not  'till  the  Do6ior  doesn't  know  what 
clfe  to  do  with  us. 

Vine.  Well,  would  you  be  courted  to  go  to  London  ! 

Rack.  Few  country  ladies  need  be  alk'd  twice:  but 
you're  a  bold  man  to  propofe  it. 

A  I  R 
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AIR     XT. 

Ho<vo  fe.fw  like  you,  ivou'd  dare  advift, 

T'o  truft  the  town's  deluding  arts ; 
Where  love,  in  daily  ambujh  lies. 

And  triumphs  over  hecdlefs  hearts  : 
ffo-~w  fe*w,   like  us,   cwou* d  thus  deny 

T  'indulge  the  tempting  dear  delight^ 
Where  daily  pleafures  charm  the  eye, 

And  joys  fuperior  crown  the  night. 

Hill.  In  the  name  of  wonder  what  would  you  do  r 

Mer.  Pray  tell  it  'em,  fitter  Rachel. 

Rach.  Why,  gentlemen — ha,  ha! — Then  thus  it  is — - 
you  feem'd  e'en  now  to  admire  the  felicity  of  beggars. 

Mer.  And  have  engaged  yourfelves  to  join  with  us  in 
any  courfe. 

Rach.  Will  you  now  with  us,  and  for  our  fakes,  turn 
beggars  ? 

Mer.  It  is  our  refolution,  and  our  injunction  on  you. 

Rach.  But  fora  time,  and  a  fhort  progrefs. 

Mer.  And  for  a  fpring-trick  of  youth,  now  in  the 
feafon. 

Vine.  Beggars !  what  rogues,  are  thefe  ! 

Hill.  A  fimple  trial  of  our  loves  and  fervice  ! 

Rach.  Are  you  refolv'd  upon't?  If  not  farewel !  We 
are  refolv'd  to  take  our  courfe. 

Mer.  Let  yours  be  to  keep  counfel. 

Vine.  Stay,  ftay  !  beggars !  Are  we  not  fo  already  ? 

AIR     XII. 

Vine.    We  beg  But  in  a  higher  ftrain, 

*Than  fordid  fia'ves,  ivho  beg  for  gain. 

Hill.     No  paltry  gold,  or  gems,  ive  'want, 
We  beg  what  you  alone  can  grant. 

Vine.    No  lofty  titles,  no  renofwn, 

But  fomething  greater  than  a  cronvn. 

Hill.     We  beg  not  nvealtb,  or  liberty, 

Both.    We  beg  your  humble  flcwes  to  be. 

VI 
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Vine.    We  beg  your  fnowy  hands  to  kifs, 

Or  lips,  if  you'd  <vcuchfufe  the  blifs. 

Hill.      And  if  our  faithful  <v(nvs  can  move, 

(What  gods  might  envy  us)  your  love. 

Vine.  x  "The  boon  we  beg*  {fjcu  deny, 

Our  fate*  s  decreed,  we  pine  and  die. 

Hill.     For  life  we  beg,  for  life  implore, 

Both.    The  poorcft  wretch  can  beg  no  more. 

Rach.  That  witl  not  ferve — your  time's  not  come  for 
that  yet.  You  ihall  beg  victuals  firft. 

Vine.  O!  I  conceive  your  begging  progrefs  is,  to 
ramble  out  this  fummer  among  your  father's  tenants. 

Mer.  No,  no,  not  fo. 

Vine .  Why  fo  we  may  be  a  kind  of  civil  beggars. 

Rach.  I  mean,  (lark,  errant,  downright  beggars.  Ay, 
without  equivocation,  ftatute  beggars. 

Mer.  Couchant  and  pajfant,  guardant,  and  rampant 
beggars. 

Vine.  Current  and  'vagrant. 

Hill.   Stockant  and  whippant  beggars. 

Vine .  Tore  heaven  1  1  think  they  are  in  earnefl ;  for 
they  were  always  mad. 

Hill.  And  we  were  madder  than  they,  if  we  mould 
lofe  'em. 

Vine.  'Tis  but  a  mad  trick  of  youth,  as  they  fay,  for 
the  fpring,  or  a  fliort  progrefs ;  and  mirth  may  be  made 
out  of  it,  if  we  knew  how  to  carry  it. 

Rach.  Pray,  gentlemen,  be  fudden.  [Cuckow  'with 
out.']  Hark !  you  hear  the  cuckow  ? 

A  I  R     XIII. 

Rach.   Abroad  --we  muft  wander  to  hear  the  birds  Jing, 

r>  enjoy  the  frejh  air,  and  the  charms  of  the  fpring. 

Mer.     Will  beg  for  our  bread,  then  if  the  night's  raw, 
We* II  keep  ourfelws  warm  on  a  bed  of  clean  f  raw. 

Rach .   How  blejl  is  the  beggar,  who  takes  thefrejh  air  ? 

Mer.     T'ko*  hard  is  his  lodging,  and  coarfe  is  his  fare. 

Rach.   Confinement  is  hateful 

Mer.  •  And pleafure  deftroys* 

Both.    'Tis  freedom  alone  is  the  parent  of  joys,        > 

C  Enter 
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Enter  Springlove. 

Vine.  O !  here  comes  Springlove  !  His  great  bene- 
fa&orfhip  among  the  beggars,  might  prefer  us  with  au 
thority,  into  a  ragged  regiment,  prefently.  Shall  I 
put  it  to  him  ? 

Rack.  Take  heed  what  you  do !  His  greatnefs  with 
my  father  will  betray  us. 

Fine.  I  will  cut  his  throat,  then ^my  noble 

Springlove  !  the  great  commander  of  the  maunders,  and 
king  of  canters :  we  faw  the  gratitude  of  your  loyal  fub- 
jecls,  in  the  large  tributary  content  they  gave  you  in 
their  revels. 

Spr.  Did  you  fo,  fir  ? 

Hill.  We  have  feen  all,  with  great  delight  and  ad 
miration. 

Spr.  I  have  feen  you  too,  kind  gentlemen  and  ladies, 
and  over-heard  you  in  your  ftrange  deiign,  to  be  par 
takers,  and  co-a6lors  too,  in  thofe  vile  courfes,  which 
you  call  delights,  ta'en  by  thofe  defpicable  and  abhorred 
creatures. 

Vine.  Thou  art  a  defpifer,  nay  a  blafphemer,  againft 
the  maker  of  thofe  happy  creatures-. 

Rack.  He  grows  zealous  in  the  caufe :  fure,  he'll 
beg  indeed. 

Fine.  Art  thou  an  hypocrite,  then,  all  this  while  ? 
only  pretending  charity,  or  uiing  it  to  get  a  name  and 
praife  untothyfelf;  and  not  tocherifh  andincreafe  thofe 
creatures  in  their  molt  happy  way  of  living. 

Mer.  They  are  more  zealous  in  the  caufe,  than  we. 

Spr.  But  are  you,  ladies,  at  defiance  too  with  repu 
tation,  and  the  dignity  due  to  your  father's  houfe,  and 
you? 

Rack.  Hold  thy  peace,  good  Springlove;  and  tho' 
you  feem  to  difiike  this  difcourfe,  and  reprove  us  for 
it,  do  not  betray  us  in  it.  Your  throat's  in  queiUon ; 
I  tell  you  for  good-will,  good  Springlove. 

$t>r.  I  have  founded  jour  faith,  and  am  glad  to  find 
you  all  right.  And  for  your  father's  fadnefs,  I'll  tell 
you  the  caufe  on't ;  I  over-heard  it  but  this  day,  in  pri 
vate  difcourfe  with  his  merry  mate,  Hearty;  he  has 
been  told  by  fome  wizard,  you  both  were  born  to  be 
beggars !  All. 
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AIL  How!  how! 

Spr.  For  which  he  is  fo  tormented  in  mind,  that  he 
cannot  fleep  in  peace,  nor  look  upon  you,  but  \vitli 
heart's  grief. 

Pine.  This  is  moft  ftrange  ! 

Rath.  Let  him  be  gricv'd  then,  'till  we  are  beggars, 
we  have  jufl  reafon  to  become  fo  now;  and  what  we 
thought  on  but  in  jeft  before,  we'll  do  in  earned  now. 

Spr.  I  applaud  this  refolution  in  you;  wou'd  have 
periuaded  it ;  will  be  your  fervant  in't.  For,  look  ye, 
ladies ;  the  fentence  of  your  fortune  does  not  fay  that 
you  mall  beg  for  need,  hunger,  or  cold  neceffity.  If 
therefore  you  expofe  yourfelves  on  pleafure  into  it,  you 
fhall  abfolve  your  deitiny,  neverthelefs,  and  cure  your 
father's  grief:  I  am  overjoy'd  to  think  on't; — I  am 
\ir'd  already  for  the  adventure,  and  will  with  all 
conveniencies,  furnifh,  and  fet  you  forth ;  give  you 
rules,  and  directions,  how  I  tis'd  to  accofl  paifengers, 
\vith  a— good  your  good  woffhip !  the  gift  of 
one  fmall  penny  to  a  poor  cripple,  and  even  to  blefs, 
and  reftore  it  to  you  in  heaven. 

AIL  A  Springlove,  a  Springlove! 

Spr.  Fallow  me,  gallants,  then,  as  chearful  as— — - 
[Birdf  whijile  'without']  we  are  fummon'd  forth. 

AIL  We  follow  thee. 

A  I  R     XIV. 

Mer.  To  you,  dear  father  and  our  home, 

We  bid  a  foort  adieu  : 
The  tempting  frolick  has  overcome, 

By  force  of  being  n£fw. 
But  let  not  that  your  patience  <vex, 
For,  dear  papa,  you  knoew  ourfex. 

With  a  fal,  la,  &f. 

Rach.  Nor  hope,  good  fir,  tofpareyour  coft, 

Nor  think  our  fortune*  s  paid , 
No  woman  yet  '-was  e-ver  loft, 

Tho*  fometimes  Jhe's  mif-  laid  : 
For  when  the  pleafure  turns  to  pain, 
Be  fur e  we  Jhall  come  home  again. 

With  a  fal,  la,  tik 

-      The  End  of  the  Firft  Aft. 
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ACT     II.        SCENE      I. 
SCENE    continues. 

Enter  Randal  <w/th  a  bag  cf  money  in  bis  hand. 

Rand*  \  T  7  ELL,  go  thy  ways  !  if  ever  any  juil  and 
VV  charitable  fleward  was  commended,  fure- 
ly  thou  malt  be  at  the  lafl  quarter-day.  Here's  five- 
and-twenty  pounds  for  this  quarter's  beggars  charge  : 
and  (if  he  return  not  by  the  end  of  this  quarter)  here's 

an  order  to  a  friend  to  fupply  for  the  next If  J  now 

fhould  venture  for  the  commendation  of  an  unjufl  flew 
ard,  and  turn  this  money  to  my  own  ufe  ?  Ha !  dear 
devil  tempt  me  not !  I'll  do  thee  fervice  in  a  greatefr 
matter;  but  to  rob  the  poor  (a  poor  trick)  every  church 
warden  can  do't. Now  fomething  whifpers  me,  that 

my  mailer,   for  his  fleward's  love,  will  fupply  the  poor, 

as  I  may  handle  the  matter then  I  rob  the  fleward, 

if  I  reflore  him  not  the  money  at  his  return. Away, 

temptation  :  leave  me  !  I'm  frail  flelh,  yet  I  will  fight 
with  thee. — But  fay  the  fleward  never  return — Oh  I 
but  he  will  return! — — — Perhaps  he  may  not  return. 
Turn  from  me,  fatan !  flrive  not  to  clog  my 
confcience.  I  would  not  have  this  weight  upon 

me  for  all  thy  kingdom, 

Enter  Heartyyfrzgv'tfg-,  and  Oldrents. 

A  I  R     XV. 

Let  pleafure  go  round, 
Let  us  laugh  and  fing,  let  us  laugh  and  fing,   boys  ! 

Let  humour  abound, 
And  joy  fdl  the  day. 

Ifforroiv  intrude) 

Drive  it  out  again,  dri-~ve  it  out  again ,  boys  / 
If  by  griefs  cu:ire  purfu'd. 
Let  us  drink  ''em  a<vuay  : 
21 he  pleafure  of  wine 
Makes  a  mortal  d'wine. 

For 
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For  get  but  a  bottle  once  into  your  noddle ', 

No  power,  or  n.-f, 

Can  fucb  'virtue  impart, 
For  raifmg  thefpirits,  and  cheering  the  heart; 

Remember,  fir,  your  covenant  to  be  merry. 

Old.   I  ftrive,  you  fee,  to  be  fo. But  do  you  fee 

yon  fellow? 

Heart.  I  never  noted  him  fo  fad  before;  he  neither 
fings,  nor  whittles. 

Old-  Why,  how  now,  Randal !  where's  Springlove  ? 

Rand.  Here's  his  money,  fir  ;  I  pray  that  I  be  charg'd 
with  it  no  longer.  The  devil  and  I  have  ftrain'd  cour- 
tefy  thefe  two  hours  about  it. 1  would  not  be  cor 
rupted  with  the  truft  of  more  than,  is  my  own.  Mr. 
Steward  gave  it  me,  fir,  to  order  it  for  the  beggars  :  he 
has  made  me  fteward  of  the  barn,  and  them  ;  while  he 
is  gone,  he  fays,  a  journey,  to  furvey  and  meafure  lands 
abroad  about  the  countries ;  fome  purchafe,  I  think, 
for  your  worfhip. 

Old.  I  know  his  meafuring  of  land!  he's  gone  his 
old  way,  and  let  him  go Am  not  I  merry,  Hearty  ? 

Heart.  Yes,  but  not  hearty  merry. 

Old.  The  poor's  charge  mall  be  mine  :  carry  you  the 
money  to  one  of  my  daughters  to  keep  for  Springlove. 

Rand.  1  thank  your  vvorfhip.  [Exit* 

Old.  He  might  have  ta'en  his  leave,  tho'. . 

Heart.  I  hope  he's  run  away  with  fome  large  truft :  I 
never  lik'd  fuch  demure,  down-look'd  fellows. 

Old.  You  are  deceiv'd  in  him. 

Heart.  If  you  be  not,  'tis  well. But  this  is  from 

the  covenant. 

.    Old.  Well,  fir,  I  will  be  merry  :  I'm  refolv'd  to  force 
my  fpirit  only  unto  mirth.'  Should  I  hear  now  my 

daughters  were  mifled,  or  run  away,  I  would  njt 
a  figh  to  fetch  'em  back. 

Heart.  T'other  old  fong  for  that. 


C  3  A    I 
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AIR     XVI. 

There  was  an  old  fellow  at  Waltham-Croft 

Who  merrily  fung  when  he  li^d  by  the  lofs. 

He  chear'd  up  his  heart  when  his  goods  went  to  rack, 

With  a  hem  !  boys,  hem  !  and  a  cup  cfoldfack. 


.  Is  that  the  way  on't  ?   well,   it  fhall  be  mine 
then. 

Enter  Randal. 

Rand.  My  miftrefies  are  both  abroad,  fir.  .  - 

Old.  How  !  fince  when  ? 

Rand.  On  foot,  fir,  two  hours  fince,  with  the  two 
gentlemen  their  lovers.  Here's  a  letter  they  left  with 
the  butler,  and  there's  a  muttering  in  the  houfe. 

Old.  I  will  not  read,  nor  open  it,  but  conceive  with 
in  myfelf  the  worft  that  can  befall  them  ;  that  they  are 
loft,  and  no  more  mine.  *  Grief  fhall  lofe  her  name, 
where  I  have  being,  and  fadnefs  from  my  fartheft  foot 
cf  land,  while  I  have  life,  be  banifh'd. 

Heart.  What's  the  whim  now  i 

Old.  My  tenants  mail  fit  rent-free  for  this  twelve 
month,  and  all  my  fervants  have  their  wages  doubled  ; 
«nd  fo  lhall  be  my  charge  in  houfekeeping  :  I  hope  my 
friends  will  find  and  put  me  to't. 

Htart.  For  them  J'll  be  your  undertaker,  ilr.  But 
this  is  over-done  !  I  don't  like  it. 

Old.  Aixd  for  thy  news,  the  money  that  thou  haft  is 
now  thy  own  :  I'll  make  it  good  to  Springlove.  Be  fad 
with  it,  and  leave  me  ;  for  I  tell  thee  I'll  purge  my 
houfe  of  ftupid  melancholy, 

Rand.  I'll  be  as  merry  as  the  charge  that's  under  me. 

\_A  confufed  nolfe  of  Jinking  and  laughing  without.] 

The  beggars,  fir,  d'ye  hear  them  in  the  barn  ? 

Old.  I'll  double  their  allowance  too,  that  th'ey  may 
double  their  numbers,  and  increafe  their  noife. 

Rand. 
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Rand.  No»v  you  are  fo  nigh,  fir,  if  you'll  look  in,  I 
doubt  not  but  you  will  find  'em  at  their  high  feaft  al 
ready. 

Heart.  Pray  let's  fee  'ejn,  fir. 

Old.  With  all  my  heart.  [Exeunt. 

SCENE  draws,  and  di feeders  the  Beggars. 
Re-enter  Oldrents,  Hearty,  and  Randal. 

All  Beg.  Blefs  his  worfhip  !  his  good  worfhip  !  blefs 
his  worftup  ! 

I  Beg.  Man.  Come,  friends,  let  us  give  his  worfhip 

a  tafte  of  oi.r  mirth  ! Hem  !  let  us  fing  the  part- 

fong  that  I  made  for  you,  that  which  contains  all  our 
characters,  I  mean  thofe  we  had  in  better  times  :  there 
is  not  fuch  a  collection  of  oddities,  perhaps,  in  all  Eu 
rope.  Hem  !  be  filent  there  ! 

AIR     XVII. 

1  Beg.  Man.  I  once  ivas  a  poet  at  London, 

I  keep  my  heart  ftiil full  of  glee  ; 
There  '  s  no  man  can  fay  that  I'm  undone, 
For  begging  s  no  new  trade  to  me. 

Tol  derol,  &c. 

2  Beg.  Man.  /  was  once  an  attorney  at  law, 

And  after  a  knight  of  the  poft  : 
Gi<ve  me  ti  brijk  wench  in  clean  ftraiv, 
And  I  'value  not  who  rules  the  rcajl, 

Tol  derol,  fcfr. 

3  Beg.  Man.  Make  room  for  afoldier  in  luff, 

Who  valiantly  Jlrutted  about ; 
'TV//  he  fancfd  the  peace  breaking  off, 
And  then  he  mojl  wifely fold  out. 

Tol  derol,  &c. 
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4  Beg.  Man.  Here  comes  a  courtier  polite,  fir, 

Who  flatter  d  my  lord  to  his  face  ; 
Now  railing  is  all  bis  delight,  fir, 
Becaufe  be  mifs*  d  getting  a  place. 

Tol  derol,  &c. 

c  Beg.  Man.  I  fill  am  a  merry  gut-fcraper, 

My  heart  never  yet  felt  a  qualm  : 
Tko  poory  I  can  frolic  k  and  vapour, 
Jlndjlng  any  tune  but  a  pfalm. 

Tol  derol,  fcfr. 

6  Beg.  Man.  /  was  a  fanatical  preacher ', 

/  turnd  up  my  eyes  <whe.n  I  prafd ; 
But  my  bearers  had  half  flaw  d  their  teacher, 
For  they  belief d  net  one.  word  that  Ifaid. 

Toi  derol,  £sV. 

i  Beg.  Man.  Whoier  wtafd-le  merry  and  free, 

Let  him  lift,  and  from  us  he  may  learn  ; 
In  palaces  <wbo  Jhailyoufee, 

Halffo  happy  as1  we  in  a  barn  ? 

•Tol  derol,  &c. 
Crutch  dance  of  Beggars. 

Old.  Good  Heaven  !  how  merry  they  are  ! 

Heart.   Be  not  you  fad  at  that  ; 

Old.  Sad,  Hearty  !  no  ;  unlefs  it  be  with  envy  at 
their  full  happinefs — What  is  an  eftate  of  wealth  and 
power,  balanced  with  their  freedom  ? 

Heart.  I  have  not  fo  much  wealth  to  weigh  me  down, 
nor  lo  little,  I  thank  chance,  as  to  dance  naked. 

AH  Beg.  Blefs  his  worlhip  !  his  good  worfhip,  blefs 
his  //orlhip.  [Exeunt  Beggars. 

Heart.  How  think  you,  fir?  or  what  ?  or  why  d'ye 
think  at  all,  unlefs  on  fack,  or  fupper  time  !  d'ye  fall 
back  ?  d'ye  not  know  the  danger  of  relapfes  ? 

Old.  Good  Hearty  !  thou  miftak'ft  me  ;  I  was  think 
ing  upon  this  Patrico,  and  that  he  has  more  foul  than  a 
horn  beggar  in  him. 

Heart, 


THE     JOVIAL     CREW.  21 

Heart.  Rogue  enough  though,  I  warrant  him. 

Old.  Pray  forbear  that  language. 

Heart.  Will  you  then  talk  of  fack  that  can  drown 
fighing  ?  Will  you  in  to  fupper,  and  take  me  thfre  your 
guefl  ?  or  mull  I  creep  into  the  barn  among  your  wel 
come  ones  ? 

Old.  You  have  rcbuk'd  me  timely,  and  moil  friend 
ly.  [Exit. 

Heart.  Would  all  were  well  with  him  ! 

[Exit.  Patrico/c//m'.r. 

Rand.  It  is  with  me. 

A  I  R     XVIII. 

What,  tho*  thefe  guineas  bright,  fir, 

Be  hea-'vy  in  my  bag  ; 
My  heart  is  Jiill  the  lighter, 

'The  more  my  pockets  fa ag  :  ; 

Let  mufty  fools 
Find  out  by  rules 
^hat  money  for ro-'w  brings  ; 
Yet  none  can  think 
Hc-iv  I  lo<ve  their  chink  ; 
Alas,  poor  things. 

SCENE,     the  Fiilds. 
Enter  Vincent  and  Milliard  in  their  Rags. 

Hill.  Is  this  the  life  we  admired  in  others,  with  envy 
of  their  happinefs  ? 

Vine.  Pray  let  us  make  a  virtuous  ufe  of  it,  by  fleer 
ing  our  courfe  homewards  Before  I'll  endure 
fuch  another  night  ! 

Hill.  What  wou'dft  thou  do  !  I  wiih  thy  miflrefs  heard 
thee! 

Vin.  I  hope  me  does  not ;  for  I  know  there's  no  al 
tering  our  courfe  before  they  make  the  fir  ft  motion  ;  but 
'tis  ilrange  we  ihou'd  be  weary  already,  and  before  their 
fofter  conftitution  of  flem  and  blood. 

Hill.  They  are  the  llronger  in  will,  it  feems. 

A  I  R 
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"AIR     XIX. 

"  Tho*  women,   'tis  true,  are  but  tender, 

"  Tet  nature  does  ftrength  fupply  : 
"  Their  willistooftrong  to  fur  render, 

"  They're  obftinate  ftill  'till  they  die. 
"  In  <vain  you  attack  'em  with  reafon, 

"  Your  forrows you  only  prolong  ; 
"  D  if  pitting  is  always  higb-treafon, 

"  -M?  woman  was  e'er  in  the  wrong. 
"  H?ar  only  relief  is  to  bear ; 

"  And  when  you  appear  content, 
4t  Perhaps,  in  ccmpaffion,  the  fair 

"  May  perfuade  kerf  elf  into  confent." 

Enter  Springlove. 

Spr.  How  now,  comrades !  repining  already  at  youi" 
fulnefs  of  liberty  !  do  you  complain  of  eafe  } 

Vin.  Eafe  call'3:  tliou  it !  didft  thou  fleep  to-night  ? 

Spr.  Not  fo  well  this  eighteen  months,  I  fwear,  fince 
my  laft  walks. 

Hill.  Lightning  and  tempeft  is  out  of  thy  litany. 
Cou'd  not  the  thunder  wake  thee  ? 

Spr.  Ha,  ha,  ha. 

Vine.  Nor  the  noife  of  the  crew  in  the  quarter  by 
us  ?  Well  J  never  did  knights-errant  in  all  adventures, 
merit  more  of  their  ladies,  than  we  beggars -errant,  or 
errant-beggars,  do  of  ours. 

Spr.  The  greater  will  be  your  reward,  think  upon 
that,  and  mew  no  manner  of  diltafte  to  turn  their  hearts 
from  you  :  you  are  undone  then. 

Vine.  Are  they  ready  to  appear  out  of  their  privy 
lodgings  in  the  pig's  palace  of  pleafure  ?  Are  they  com 
ing  forth  ? 

Spr.  I  left  'em  almoft  ready,  fitting  on  their  pads  of 
ftraw,  helping  to  drefs  each  other's  head  ;  the  one's 
eye  is  t'other's  looking^glafs  ;  with  the  prettied  coyle 
they  keep  to  fit  their  fancies  in  the  molt  graceful  way 
of  wearing  their  new  drefling,  that  you  wou'd  admire-. 

/57».  I  hope  we  are  as  gracefully  fet  out,  are  we  not  ? 

Spr. 
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Spr.  Indifferent  well.  But  will  you  fall  to  praftice  ? 
let  me  hear  how  you  can  maund  when  you  meet  with 
paffengers. 

Hill.  We  do  not  look  like  men,  I  hope,  too  good  to 
learn. 

Spr.  Let  me  inftrudl  you,  tho'  [Spring,  injlrufls  them. 

Enter  Rachel  and  Meriel  in  Rags. 

Rack.  Have  a  care,  good  Meriel;  what  hearts  or 
limbs  foevcr  we  have,  and  tho*  never  fo  feeble,  let  us 
fet  our  beft  faces  on't,  and  laugh  our  lait  gafp  out,  be 
fore  we  difcover  any  diflike,  or  wearinefs  to  them. 
Let  us  bear  it  out  till  they  complain  firrt,  and  beg  to 
carry  us  home  a-pick-a-pack. 

Mer.  I  am  forely  tir'd  with  hoofing  it  already,  and  fo 
crampt  with  our  hard  lodging  in  the  llraw,  "  that  -  " 
'  Rack.  Think  not  on't.  1  am  numb'd  i'th*  moulders 
too,  a  little  ;  and  have  found  the  difference  between  a 
hard  floor  with  a  little  ftraw,  and  a  down  bed  with  a 
quilt  upon't.  But  no  words,  nor  a  four  look,  I 
pry'thee. 

Hill.  O  !  here  they  are  !  madam  Few-cloaths,  and 
my  lady  Bonny-  rag. 

Vin.  Peace  !  they  fee  us. 

Ha,  ha,  ha! 


Vine.  We  are  glad  the  objeft  pleafes  you. 

Rack.  So  does  the  fubjeft  :  now  you  appear  the  glo 
ries  of  the  fpring,  darling  of  Phoebus,  and  the  fum- 
mer's  heirs. 

AIR     XX. 

Woe  betide  each  tender  fair, 

Who  now  beholds  you  }  muft  adore  ye, 
Such  a  fhape,  and  Juch  an  air, 

Muft  make  each  beauty  full  before  ye* 
NarcifTuo'yiz/*  and  your  s  were  one, 

Coudyou  but  your  own  charms  di/cwcr^ 
You^d  die,  as  many  a  fop  has  doney 

Only  ofhimfelfa  tovtr. 

MIL 
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™    }  Ha,  ha,  ha! 


*?cf'  f  Ha,  ha,  ha  !  we  are  glad  you  are  fo  merry  ! 

Vine.  Merry,  and  lufty  too  :  This  night  will  we  lie 
together,  as  well  as  the  proudeft  couple  in  the  barn. 

Spr.  What !  do  we  come  for  this  ?  laugh  and  lie 
down  when  -your  bellies  are  full !  Remember,  ladies, 
you  have  not  begg'd  yet  to  quit  your  deiHny,  but  have 
lived  hitherto  on  my  endeavours. — Who  got  your  fup- 
per,  pray,  laft  night,  but  I  ?  of  dainty  trencher-fees 
from  a  gentleman's  hbufe,  fuch  as  the  ferving-men  them- 
felves  fometimes  would  have  been  glad  of:  and  this 
morning  now,  what  comfortable  chippings,  and  fweet 
butter -milk,  had  you  to  breakfaft  ! 

Rachi  O  !   'twas  excellent !  I  feel  it  good  (till,  here. 

Mer.  There  was  a  brown  .cruft  amongll  it  that  ha? 
made  my  neck  fo  white,  methinks  !  Is  it  not,  Rachel  ? 

Rach.  Yes,  yes,  you  gave  me  none  on't ;  yoa  ever 
covet  to  have  all  the  beauty. 

AIR     XXT. 

No  woman  her  en*vy  cqnfmother, 

Tho*  never  fo  <vain  of  her  charms  ; 
If  a  beauty  Jhe  fpies  in  another, 

The  pride  of  her  heart  it  alarms. 
New  conquefts  Jhe  ftill  muft  be  making^ 

Qr  fancies  her  power  grown  lefs  : 
Her  poor  little  heart  is  ft  ill  aching^ 
At  fight  of  another's  fuccefs. 

But  nature  defignd, 

In  /oiie  to  mankind, 
That  different  beauties  JJoould  move  } 

Still  pleas' d  to  ordain, 

None  e'-verjkould  reign, 
Sols  monarch  in  empire  or  love. 

Then  learn  to  be  wife, 

New  triumphs  defpife, 
And  league  to  your  neighbours  their  due  ; 

If  one  can't  pleafe, 

You'll  find  by  degrees, 
You'll  not  be  contented  with  two. 
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They  are  plcas'd,  and  never  like  to  be  weary. 
Hill.  No  more  mull  we,  if  we'll  be  theirs- 
Spr.  Peace  !  here  comes  paflengers ;  forget  not  your 
rules,  quickly  difperfe  yourielves,  and  fall  to  your  call 
ing.  [Exeunt. 

Enter  Oliver. 

01.  Let  me  fee  !  here  I  am  fent  by  my  father,  the* 
worihipful  Jnftice  Clack,  in  great  hafte  to  Mr.  Oldrents', 
in  fearch  of  my  coufin  Ainie,  who  is  run  away  'with 
Martin,  my  father's  clerk,  and  Hearty's  nephew,  juil 
when  me  mould  have  been  coupled  to  another  :  my  bu- 
fmefs  requires  hafte  ;  but  my  pleafure,  and  all  the  fearch 
1  intend  is,  by  hovering  here,  to  take  a  review  of  a 
brace  of  the  handfomeft  beggar-wenches  that  ever  grac'd 
ditch  or  hedge-fide  :  I  pail  by  'em  in  hafte,  but  fome- 
thing  fo  pofleffes  me,  that  I  mult— what  the  devil  mufl 

I? A  beggar  !  why,  beggurs  are  flelh  and  blood, 

and  rags  are  no  difeafes  ;  and  there  is  whokbmer 
fieih  under  country  dirt,  than  city  painting, 

Enter  Rachel  and  Meriel. 

Oh  !  here  they  come  !  they  are  delicately  fkinn'd  and 
limb'd  !  now  they  fpy  me. 

Rack.  Sir,  I  befeech  you  to  look  upon  us  with  the 
favour  of  a  gentleman.  We  are  in  a  prcfent  diftrefs, 
and  utterly  unacquainted  in  thcie  parts,  and  therefore 
forc'd  by  the  calamity  of  our  misfortunes,  to  implore  the 
courtefy,  or  rather  charity,  of  thofe  to  whom  we  are 
Grangers. 

OL  Very  fine,  this  ! 

Mer.  Be  therefore  pleas'd,  right  noble  fir,  not  only 
valuing  us  by  our  outward  habits,  "  which  cannot  but 
appear  loathfome  or  defpicable  unto  you,"  but  as  we 
are  forlorn  Chriftians,  and  in  that  estimation,  be  com- 
paflionately  mov'd  to  caft  a  handful  or  two  of  your  filvcr, 
or  a  few  of  your  golden  pieces  unto  us,  to  furnifh  us 
with  linen,  and  fomc  decent  habiliments. 
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01.  They  beg  in  a  high  (train  !  fure  they  are  mad, 
or  bewitch'd  in  a  language  they  underitand  not.-- — The 
ipirits  of  fome  decay'd  gentry  talk  in  them,  fure. 

Rach.  May  we  expect  a  gracious  anfwer  from  you, 
fir? 

Mer.  And  that  as  you  can  wifh  our  virgin  prayers  to 
be  propitious  for  you. 

Rach,  O  I  may  your  miftrefs  ne'er  deny, 

The  fuit,  which  you  Jhall  humbly  move  / 

Mer.  And  may  the  fair  eft  'virgins  vie, 

And  be  ambitious  of  your  love  / 

Rach.  If  honour  lead, 

Mer.  May  you  Jucceed, 

Rach.  By  love  in/pi^d,  with  conqueft  crowrfd. 

Mer.  And  when  you  <wed, 

Racli.  Tour  bridal  bed 

Both.  With  wealth,  and  endlefs  joys  abound » 

OL  This  exceeds  all  that  ever  I  heard,  and  flrikes  me 
into  wonder.  Pray  tell  me  how  long  you  have  been 
beggars  ?  or  how  chanced  you  to  be  fo  ? 

Rach.  By  influence  of  our  flars,  fir. 

Mer.  We  are  born  to  no  better  fortune. 

OL  How  came  you  to  talk,  and  iing  thus  ?  and  fo 
much  tfbove  the  beggars  dialeft? 

Rach.  Our  fpeech  came  naturally  to  us  ;  and  we  ever 
lov'd  to  learn  by  rote  as  well  as  we  cou'd. 

Mer.  And  to  be  ambitious  above  the  vulgar,  to  afk 
more  than  common  alms,  whate'er  men  pleafe  to  give 
us. 

"  O/.  Sure  fome  well-difpos'd  gentleman,  as  myfelf, 
"  got  thefe  wenches.  They  are  too  well  grown 'to  be 
'*  my  own,  and  J  cannot  be  inceiluous  with  ?em. 

"  Rach.   Pray,  fir,  your  noble  bounty." 

OL  What  a  tempting  lip  that  little  rogue  moves 
there  !  and  what  an  enticing  eye  the  other  ! 


A  I 
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A  I  R     XXIII. 

To  Rach.         Come  hither  pretty  maid,  with  a  black  roll 
ing  eye  : 
A  fide.       What  a  look  was  there  !  does  all  my  finfes 

charm. 
To  Mer.  Come  hither,  pretty  dear,  for  I  /wear,  I 

long  to  try 
A  little,  little  love,  which  -will  do  thee 

child  no  harm. 

To  Rach.  That  air,  that  grace, 

To  Mer.  That  lovely  milk-white  J&in. 

1  o  both.  J  Oh  !  which  Jhall  1  embrace  ? 

\       Oh  !  where  j.'y  all  I  begin  ! 

{Forifljlay 
I  Loth  of  them  mujl  wooe  ; 
I  had  better  run  away, 
Than  deal  at  once  with  two* 

What's  this.?  a  flea  upon  thy  bofom  ? 

Mer.  Is  it  not  a  ilravv  coloured  one,  fir  ? 

O/.  O  what  a  provoking  ikin  there  !  that  very  touch 
inflames  me. 

AIR    XXIV. 

Rach.    Can  nothing,  fir,  move  you,  our /arrows  to  mend  f 

Have  you  nothing  to  give  !  Have  you  nothing  to 

lend  ? 
Mer.     You  fee  the  fad  fate  we  poor  damfch  endure  ; 

Cant  charity  move  you  to  grant  us  a.  cure  ? 
Rach.    My  heart  does  jo  heave,  I  m  afraid  it  will  break  / 

Of  visuals  we've  fear  ce  had  a  morfel  this  week. 
Mer.     How  hard  is  your  heart  !  how  unkind  is  your  eye  ! 

If  nothing  can  move  you,  good 'fir ',  to  comply. 
Both.     How  hard  is  your  heartt  &c, 

Rach.  Are  you  mov'd  in  chanty  towards  us  yet  ? 
O/.  Mov'd  !  I  am  mov'd  j   no  fiefti  and  blood  more 
movM. 

Mer.  Then  pray,  fir,  your  benevolence. 

D  2  01. 
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OL  Benevolence  !  which  fliall  I  be  benevolent  to  ?  or 
which  lirft  ?  I  am  puzzled  in  the  choice.  Wou'd  fome 
fworn  brother  of  mine  were  here  to  draw  a  cut  with 
me. 

Rack-   Sir,  noble  fir. 

OL  Firft  let  me  tell  you,  dsrafels,  I  am  bound  by  a 
ftrong  vow  to  kifs  all  of  your  fex  I  meet  this  morning. 

Mer-   Beggars  and  all,  fir  ! 

OL  All,  all ;  let  not  your  coynefs  crofs  a  gentleman's 
vow,  I  befeech  you.  \KiJJes  them  bath. 

Mer.  You'll  tell  now. 

OL  Tell,  quotha  !  I  could  tell  a  thoufand  on  thofe 
lips,  and  as  many  upon  thofe.  •  What  jife-reftoring 

breaths  they  have  !  milk  from  the  cow  fteems  not  fo 

fweetly. "  I  muft  lay  one  of  them  aboard  ;  both,  if 

my  tackling  hold." 

*'   Rack.  7  c.     i    r    ,,> 

"Mr.    fSir!  flr! 

OL  But  how  to  bargain,  now,  will  be  the  doubt  : 
they  that  beg  fo  high,  as  by  the  handfuls,  may  expect 
for  price  above  the  rate  of  good  men's  wives. 

Rack.  Now,  will  you,  fir,  be  pleas'd  ? 

OL  With  all  my  heart,  fweet  !  and  I  arn  glad  tKoii 
know'ft  my  mind  Here's  twelve-pence  for  you. 

^'}  We  thank  you,  fir.. 

OL  That's  but  an  earneft  ;  I'll  jefl  away  the  reft  with 
you. — Look  here  !  all  this — Come,  you  know  my  mean 
ing. 

A  I  R     XXV. 

Rach.          Won  d yon  hurt  a  tender  creature, 

Whom  your  charity  jhould  fa<ve  ? 
Mer.  Is  it  in  your  gentle  nature 

Thus  to  triumph  o'er  a.  JJa-'ve  <P 
Rach.  Fye,  forjhame,  fir  ! 

Mer.  You* re  to  blame,  Jir  ; 

Can  your  worjbip  ftcop  fo  low  ? 
Rach.  ^Tho* you* re  abo<ve  met 

Mer.  '9^w7/  behove  me, 

Still  to  anfiver,  no,  no,  no. 
Both.  Still  to  an/kver,  rw,  no,  WQ. 

OL 
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01.  Muft  you  be  drawn  to't  t  then  I'll  pull.  Come 
away. 

R''ch-  1  Ah  !  ah  ! 
Afcr.   j 

Enter  Springlove,  Vincent,  and  Hilliard. 

Fine.  Let's  beat  his  brains  out. 

Ol.  Come,  leave  your  fqueaking. 

Spr.  O  !  do  not  hurt  'em,  matter. 

O/.  Hurt  'em  !  I  mean  'em  but  too  well  -  Shall 
I  be  ib  prevented  ? 

Spr.  They  be  but  young,  and  fimple  ;  and  if  they 
have  offended,  let  not  your  worfhip's  own  hands  drag 
*em  to  the  law,  or  carry  Jem  to  punimment  :  correct 
'em  not  yourfelf,  it  is  the  beadle's  office. 

Of.  D  'ye  talk,  fhag-rag  ? 

^Shag-rag! 

[Offer  to  beat  him  with  their  crutches  ;  he  runs  off\ 

Rach.  Look  you  here,  gentlemen,  fix-pence  a  piece  ! 

Mer.  Befides  fair  offers,  and  large"  promifes.  What 
have  you  got  to-day,  gentlemen  ! 

Vine.  More  than  (as  we  are  gentlemen)  we  wou'd 
have  taken. 

Hill.  Yet  we  put  it  up  in  your  fervice. 

Ha,  ha,  ha  !  fwitches  and  kicks  !  Ha,  ha,  ha  ! 


Spr.  Talk  not  here  of  your  gettings,  we  muft  quit 
this  quarter  :  the  eager  gentleman's  repulfe  may  arm, 
and  return  him  with  revenge  upon  us  ;  we  muft  there 
fore  leap  hedge  and  ditch,  'till  we  efcape  out  of  this  li 
berty  to  our  next  rendezvous,  where  we  mail  meet  the 
crew,  and  then,  hey-tofs  !  and  laugh  all  night. 

Mer.  As  we  did  laft  night. 

Rach.  Hold  out,  Meriel. 

Mer.  Lead  on,  brave  general. 

Vine.  What  mall  we  do  ?  they  are  in  heart  ftill  :  mail 
we  go  on  ! 

Hill.  There's  no  flinching  back,  you  fee. 

D  5 
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Enter  Martin  and  Amie,  In  poor  habits. 

Spr.  Stay,  here  comes  more  pafTengers  ;  fmgle  your- 
felves  again,  and  fall  to  your  calling  difcreetly. 

Hill.  I'll  fmgle  no  more  -,  if  you'll  beg  in  full  cry,  I 
am  for  you. 

Mer.  Ay,  that  will  be  fine  !  let's  charm  all  together. 

Spr.  Stay  firft,  and  liften  a  little. 

Ma.  Be  of  good  cheer,  fvveetheart,  we  have  efcaped 
hitherto,  and  I  believe  that  all  the  fearch  is  now  retired, 
and  we  may  fafely  pafs  forward. 

Am.  I  mould  be  fafe  with  thee.  But  that's  a  moil 
lying  proverb  that  fays,  "  where  love  is,  there  is  no 
lack."  I  am  faint,  and  cannot  travel  further  without 
ineat ;  and  if  you  lov'd  me,  you  would  get  me  fome. 

Ma.  We'll  venture  at  the  next  village  to  call  for 
fome  ;  the  belt  is,  we  want  no  money. 

Am.  We  mall  be  taken  then,  I  fear  ;  I'll  rather  pine 
to  death. 

AIR    XXVI. 

'The  tuneful  lark,  who,  from  her  neft, 

Ere  yet  weil-jkJg  49  is  ftoPn  awaj, 
With  care  attended,  and-carefs'd, 

Shefometimcsjings  the  live-long  day* 
Yet  ftill  her  native  fields  Jhe  mourns., 
Her  goaler  bates,  his  kindnefs  f corns  ; 
for  freedom  pants,  for  freedom  burns, 
tfhat  darling  freedom  once  obtain  d, 

UnJkilVdy  untaught  to  fearch  for  prey ', 
She  mourns  the  liberty  Jhe  gain' d, 

And  hungry,  pines  her  hours  away. 
Jfelplefs,  the  little  wand 'rer  flies, 
*Then  homeward  turns  her  longing  eyes> 
And  warbling  out  her  grief,  Jhe  dies. 

Ma.  I'm  not  fo  fearful ;  who  can  know  us  in  thefe. 
clownilh  habits  ? 

Am.  Our  cloaths,  indeed,  are  poor  enough  to  beg 
with  j  vvou'd  I  cou/d  beg,  fo  it  were  of  Grangers  that 

ccu'd 
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cou'd  not  know  me,  rather  than  buy  of  thofe  that  wou'd 
betray  us 

Ma.   And  yonder  are  fome  that  can  teach  us. 

Spr.  Thefe  are  the  young  couple  of  run-away  lovers 
difguifed,  that  the  country  is  fo  laid  for  ;  obferve,  and 
follow  now.  Good  loving  meafler  and  meeftrefs,  your 
blefled  charity  to  the  poor,  who  have  no  houfe  nor 
home,  no  health,  no  help,  but  your  fweet  charity. 

Mer.  No  bands,  or  ihirts,  to  keep  us  from  the  cold. 

Hill.  No  fmocks,  or  petticoats,  "  to  hide  our 
"  fcratches." 

Vine.  No  Ikin  to  our  flefh,  nor  flefli  to  our  bones, 
mortly. 

Rach.  No  (hoes  to  our  legs,  or  hofe  to  our  feet. 

AIR     XXVII. 

Mer.     Ob  !  turn  your  eyes  on  me,  and  view  my  diftreff  ! 
Did  you  know  my  hard  fate,  you  would  pity  my 

cafe. 

Such  a  kind-hearted  gentleman  furely  woud  grant 
To  a  tender  young  virgin  what*  ere  Jbe  did  want. 

AIR     XXVIII. 

Hill.         no*  old,  myjlory,  gentle  lady,  bear; 

I  am  a  wealthy  farmer's  /(<n, 
Who  once  cou'd  gay  and  rich  appear ', 

But  now  by  fate  1  am  undone. 
Reduced  to  want  and  wretchednefs, 

dnd  flared,  alas  !  I  foon  mujl  be> 
UnUfs  you  grant  to  my  diftrefs 

Some  kind  relief  in  charity. 

AIR     XXIX. 

V inc .        /  like  a  gentleman  did  live, 

I  ne'er  did  beg  before  ; 
Some  f mall  relief  you  fure  might  gi<vt, 
That  weu'd  not  make  you  poor. 

A  I  X 
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A  I  R     XXX. 

Rach,        My  daddy  if  gone  to  his  grave  ; 

My  mother  lies  under  a  flow  ; 
And  never  a  penny  I  have, 

Alas  !  I  am  quite  undone  : 
My  lodging  is  in  tie  cdd  air, 

And  hunger  is  Jfjarp,  and  bites  ; 
A  little  fir,  good  fir  i  jpare, 

To  keep  me  warm  o'  nights* 

Spr.  Good  worfhipful  mealier  and  meeftrefs — 

Ma.  Good  friend,  forbear,  here's  no  meafter  nor 
meeftrefs,  we  are  poor  folks  ;  thou  feeft  no  worfhip 
upon  our  backs,  I'm  fure  ;  and  for  within,  we  want  as 
much  as  you,  and  "would  as  willingly  beg,  if  we  knew 
how  as  well 

Spr.  Alack  for  pity  !  you  may  have  enough  ;  and 
what  I  have  is  year's,  if  you'll  accept  it.  'Tis  whole- 

fome  food  from  a  good  gentleman's  gate Alas  ! 

good  meeftrefs— —-much  good  do  your  heart  !  how  fa- 
vourly  me  feeds. 

Ma.  What,  do  you  mean  to  poifon  yourfelf  ? 

Am.  Do  you  mew"  love,  in  grudging  me  ? 

Ma.  Nay,  if  you  think  it  hurts  you  not,  fall  to,  I'll 
not  beguile"  you.  And  here,  mine  hoft,  iomething  to 
wards  your  reckoning. 

"  Am.  This  beggar  is  an  angel,  fure  !" 

Spr.  Nothing  by  way  of  bargain,  gentle  matter  ;  'tis 
again  ft  order,  and  will  never  thrive  ;  but  pray,"  fir,  your 
reward  in  charity. 

Ma.  Here  then,  in  charity.— This  fellow  would 
never  make  a  good -clerk. 

Spr.  What  !  all  this,  matter  ! 

Am.  What  is  it  ?  let  me  fee  it. 

Spr.  'Tis  a  whole  filver  three-pence,  mittrefs. 

Am.  Forfhame!  ungrateful  mifer.- — -Here,  friend/ 
a  golden  crown  for  thee. 

Spr.  Bountiful  goodnrfs !  gold  ? 

Am.  I  have  robb'd  thy  partners  of  their  "mares  too  ; 
there's  a  crown  more  for  them. 
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All.  Duly  and  truly  pray  for  you. 

Ma.  What  have  you  done  ?  jefs  would  have  ferv'd  ; 
aixi  your  bounty  will  betray  us. 

Am.  Fy  on  your  wretched  policy  ! 

Spr.  No,  no,  good  mailer ;  1  knew  you  all  this 
while,  and  my  fweet  miitrefs  too.  And  now  I'll  tell 
you  ;  the  fearch  is  every  way,  the  country  all  laid  for 
you,  it's  well  you  ftaid  here.  Your  habits,  were  they 
but  a  little  nearer  our  fafnion,  wou'd  fecure  you  with 
us.  But  are  you  married,  matter  and  miitrefs  ?  are  you 
joined  in  matrimony  ?  In  heart,  I  know  you  are.  And 
I  will  (if  it  pleafe  you)  for  your  great  bounty,  bring 
you  to  a  curate  that  lacks  no  licence,  nor  has  any  liv 
ing  to  lofe,  that  mail  put  you  together. 

Ma.  Thou  art  a  heavenly  beggar  ! 

Spr.,  But  he  is  fo  fcrupulous,  and  feverely  precife, 
that  unlcfs  you,  miftrefs,  will  affirm  that  you  are  with 
child  by  the  gentleman,  that  you  have  at  leaft  flept  to 
gether,  he  will  not  marry  you.  But  if  you  have  lain 
together,  then  'tis  a  cafe  of  neceffity,  and  he  holds  him- 
felf  bound  to  do  it. 

Ma.  You  may  fay  you  have. 

Am.  1  would  not  have  it  fo,  nor  make  that  lye  againft 
jnyfelf,  for  all  the  world. 

AIR     XXXI. 

Is  there  on  earth  a  phafure, 

Dearer  than  virtue' s  fame  ? 
In  wain's  the  real  treajure, 

When  <we  have  loft  the  name. 
Then  let  each  maid  maintain  itt 

'Twill  ajk  the  niceft  care  ; 
Once  loft  Jhe*ll  ne'er  regain  if, 

All,  all  is  then  defy  air. 

Spr.  That  I  like  well,  and  her  exceedingly. 

Ma.  I'U  do  that  for  thee thou  malt  never  beg 

more. 

Spr.  That  cannot  be  purchas'd  fcarce,  for  the  price 

of  your  miftrefs.  Will  you  walk,  matter? We 

ufe  no  compliments. 

All,  Duly  and  truly  pray  for  you.  [Exeunt. 

SCENE 
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SCENE,    Oldrents'  Houfe. 

Heart.  Come,  come,  fir,  this  houfe  is  too  melan 
choly  for  you,  we  mult  e'en  vary  the  fcene,  and  pay  .1 
vifk  to  your  merry  neighbour  Juftice  Clack  ;  his  good 
humour  will  ftrengthen  mine,  and  help  me  to  drive  to 
old  care  away. 

Old.  Good  Hearty,  you  have  kindly  undertaken  my 
cure,  and  mall  find  me  a  traftable  patient. 

Heart.  T'other  old  fong  for  that,  and  then  for  the 
Juftice. 

AIR     XXXII. 

I  made  love  to  Kate,  long  I  figtfd  for  Jhe, 

y(Till  I  heard  of  late  foe" d  a  mind  to  me, 

I  met  her  on  the  green  in  her  beft  array, 

S.o  pretty  Jhe  didjeem,  Jhe  ftole  my  heart  away  ; 

O  then  we  kijs^d  and  prefs  d,  were  we  much  to  blame, 

Had  you  been  in  my  place,  you'd  have  done  the  fame* 

As  I  fonder  grew  Jhe  began  to  prate, 
Quoth  foe,  III  marry  you,  if  you  'will  marry  Kate; 
But  then  I  laugh  d  and  fwore,  I  Ictfd  her  more  thanfo^ 
For  tied  each  to  a  rope's  end  'tis  tugging  to  and  fro  : 
Again  we  kijf  d  and  prpjl,  were  we  much  to  biame, 
Had  you  beta  in  my  pla^e,  yoiid  have  done  the  fame. 

*Then  Jhe  Jigh' }d  and  faid,  /he  was  wondrous  Jick9 
Didky  Kd cy  led,  Katy  Jhe.  led  Dick. 
Long  we  toy  d  and  play'  d  under  yonder  cak, 
Katy  lojl  the  game,  though  Jhe  'play'  d  in  joke ; 
For  there  we  did  alas  ?.  what  I  dare  net  name, 
Had  you  been  in  my  place,  you1  d  have  done  the  fame. 

Faly  Ial9  Sec. 


The  End  of  the  Second  Aci. 


ACT 
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ACT    III.        SCENE     I. 
SCENE     a 


Enter  Amie,  Rachel,  and  Meriel. 

Jim.  'ITT ELL,  ladies,  my  confidence  in  you,  that 
VV  you  are  the  fame  that  you  have  protefted 
yourfrlves  to  be,  hath  fo  far  won  upon  me,  that  I  con- 
fefs  myfelf  well  affedled  both  to  the  min^  and  perfon  of 
that  Springlove  ;  and  if  he  be  (as  fairly  as  you  pretend) 
a  Gentleman,  I  mall  eafily  difpenfe  with  Fortune. 

*  ?r/"  S-  He  is  a  gentleman,  upon  my  honour  ? 

Am.  How  well  that  high  engagement  fuits  your 
habits ! 

Rack.  Our  minds  and  blood  ^n-  JUIJ  the  fame.. 

Am.  I  have  pail  no  affiance  to  the  other,  that  Hole  me 
from  my  guardian,  and  the  match  \-c  -ould  have  forced 
me  to;  from  which  I  would  h;  with  any,  or 

without  a  guide.  Jjefides,  to  oi7-.  ;y  me  under  a 

hedge,  without  a  book  or  ring,  by  tlie  Cnaplain  of  the 
Beggars  Regiment,  your  Pairico,  only  to  fave  charges, 
was  a  pie-ee  of  gallantry  I  (hall  not  eaiily  excufe. 

Rack.  I  Jiave  not  feen  the  wretch  thefe  three  hours ; 
whither  is  he  gone  ? 

Am.  He  told  me  to  fetch  horfe  and  fit  raiment  for  us, 
fo  to  poft  me  hence  ;  but  I  think  it  was  to  leave  me  on 
your  hands. 

Mer.  He  has  taken  fome  -great  diftaite  .fure,  for  he 
is  very  jealous. 

Rafb.  Ay  !  didft  thou  mark  what  a  wild  look  he  caft, 
when  Springlove  tumbled  her,  and  kifs'd  her  on  the 
ftraw  this  morning  ? 


AIR 
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AIR    XXXIII. 

"  Jealoujy  like  a  canker-worm. 

tf  Nips  the  tender  floors  of  love ; 
"  Jealoujy,  raging  like  a  ft  or  m, 

'*   Prayers  carft  molify,  tears  can't 
t{  Love  is  the  root  of  plea  fur  es  ana1  Joys  ; 
"  yealoufy  all  its  fruit  cieftroys  : 
"  ' Tis  love,  love,  Jealoufy,  love, 
"   Our  bcav'n  or  hell ftill  prove  " 

Enter  Springlove,  Vincent,  and  Hilliard, 

But  who  comes  here  ? 

Spr.  O  ladies !  you  have  left  as  much  mirth  as  would 
have  filled  up  a  week  of  holidays. 

[Springlove  takes  Amie  afede,  and  courts  her  in  & 
genteel  way. 

Vine.  I  am  come  about  again  for  the  beggar's  life, 
now. 

Rack.  You  are  !  I'm  glad  on't. 

Hill.  There  is  no  life,  but  it. 

Racb.  I  am  glad  you  are  io  taken  with  your  calling. 

Mer.  We  are  no  lefs,  I  aflure  you  ;  we  find  the  fweet- 
nefs  of  it  now. 

Racb.  The  mirth!    the  pleafure !  the  delights  !   No 
ladies  live  fuch  lives. 

A  I  R     XXXIV. 

T£o'  ladies  look  gay,  when  of  beauty  they  boaft, 
And  mifers  are  envy^d  when  wealth  is  increafedj 

The  vapours  oft  kill  all  the  joys  of  a  toaft  ; 

And  the  mtfsr's  a  wretch,  when  be  pays  for  thefeaft* 

*The  pride  of  the  great,  of  the  rich,  of  the  fair, 
May  pity  bzfpeak,  but  envy  can't  move ; 
My  thoughts  are  no  farther  afpiring, 
No  more  my  fond  heart  is  defer  ing, 
fhan  freedom,  content,  and  tbe  man  that  I  hue. 

Fine. 
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Vine.  They  will  never  be  weary. 

/////.  Whether  we  feem  to  like,  or  to  diflike,  all's 
one  to  them. 

Vine.  We  muft  do  fomething  to  be  taken  hy,  and 
difcover'd,  we  mall  never  be  ourfelves,  and  get  home 
again  elfe.  [Springlove  and  Amie  come  to  the  reft. 

Spr.  1  am  your's  for  ever,  Well,  ladies,  you  have 
mili'd  rare  fport  ;  thefe  beggars  leud  fuch  merry  lives, 
a*  all  the  world  might  envy.  Bv  t  here  they  come  ; 
their  mirth  few  partake  of,  tho*  their  vocation  is  in 
fome  meafure  pra&ifed  by  all  mankind. 

Enter  all  the  Beggars. 
A  1  R     XXXV. 

Hill.      That  all  men  are  beggars,  you  plainly  may  fee* 
For  beggars  there  are  of  every  degree, 
The?  none  are  fo  bleft,  or  fo  happy  as  five. 

Which  nobody  can  den/. 

Vine.    'The  tradcfman,  he  begs  that  his  wares  you  ivou'd 

buy, 

Yhen  begs  you* el  believe  the  price  is  not  high  ; 
Andfajears  'tis  his  trade,  when  he  tells  you  a  lye. 
Which  nobody  can  deny. 

Hill.      The  lawyer  he  begs  you  would  give  him  a  fee, 

Tbo'  he  reads  not  your  brief  \  and  regards  not  yottr 

plea  ; 
Then  advifes  your  foe  how  to  get  a  decree. 

Which  nobody  can  deny. 

Mer.     *Tbe  courtier,  he  begs  for  a  penjicn,  a  place, 
A  ribbon,  a  title,  a  fmile  from  his  Grace, 
'Tis  due  to  his  msrit,  is  writ  in  his  face. 

Which  nobody  ihou'd  deny. 

Rach.  But  if  by  mijhap  he  jhoitld  chance  to  get  none, 
He  begs  youd  believe  that  the  nations  undone  ; 
There's  but  one  honeft  man  —  and  himfelf  is  that  one. 

Which  nobody  dares  deny. 

E  .  Am, 
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Am.      The  fair  one  who  labours  whole  mornings  at  home, 
Nefw  charms  to  create,  and  much  pains  to  conj'ume, 
Yet  begs  you'd  believe  'tis  her  natural  bloom. 

Which  nobody  Ihou'd  deny. 

Hill.      The  lover  he  begs  the  dear  nymph  to  comply. 

She  begs  he^d  be  gone  ;  but  her  languijhing  eye, 
Still  begs  he  would  flay— —for  a  maid Jhe  can't  die, 
Which  none  but  a  fool  wou'd  deny. 

Enter  Patrico. 

Pat.  Alack  and  a  welladay  !  this  is  no  time  to  fing, 
our  quarter  is  befet,  we  are  all  in  the  net ;  leave  off 
your  merry  glee. 

Spr.  Why,  what's  the  matter  ? 

Within.  Bing  awaft,  bing  awafl ;  the  quear  cove,  and 
-the  harman-beck. 

Spr.  We  are  befet  indeed  !  what  Ihall  we  do  ? 

Vine.  I  hope  we  fhall  be  taken. 

Hill*  Jf  the  good  hour  be  come,  welcome  be  the  grace 
of  good  fortune. 

Enter  Sentwell,  Conftable,  Watch.       The  Crew  Jlip 

away. 

Sent.  Befet  the  quarter  round  ;  be  fure  that  none  ef- 
cape. 

Spr.  Blefled  mafter,  to  a  many  diftreffed. — 

Sent.  A  many  counterfeit  rogues  !  fo  frolick  and  fo 
lamentable  ail  in  a  breath  ?  you  were  dancing  and  finging 
but  now,  incorrigible  vagabonds  !  If  you  expecl  any 
mercy,  own  the  truth  ;  we  are  come  to  fearch  for  a 
young  lady,  an  heirefs,  among  you  ;  where  is  me  ? 
what  have  you  done  with  her  ? 

Am.  Who  do  you  want,  Mr.  Sentwell  ? 

Sent.  Precious  !  how  did  my  haile  overfee  her  !  O, 
miflrels  Amie  !  cou'd  I,  or  your  uncle  juftice  Clack,  a 
wifer  man  than  I,  ever  ha'  thought  to  have  found  you 
in  fuch  company  ? 

Am. 
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Am.  Of  me,  fir,  and  my  company,  J  have  a  (lory  to 
delig.'i:  you,  which,  on  our  march  towards  your  houfe, 
I  will  relate  to  you. 

Sent.   And  thither  will  I  le.id  you  as  my  gueft, 

But  to  the  law  furrencler  all  the  rcil. 
I'll  make  your  peace. 

Am,  We  muft  fare  all  alike.  [Exeunt  Sent,  and  Amie- 

Hill.  Pray  how  are  we  to  fare  ? 

Rack.  That's  as  you  behave.  [Smi/i//g. 

AIR      XXXVI. 

Hill.     Sure,  by  that  f mile,  my  pains  are  over  / 

Radii  Don't  be  too  Jure. 

Hill.   '  Woitd you  then  kill  a  faithful  lover  ? 

Rach.  Wait  for  your  cure. 

Hill.      Women,  regardlefs  of  our  fate, 

Often  prove  kind,   but  kind  too  /a fie. 
Rach.   Women,  alas  !  too  foon  fur  render  / 
Hill.  That  I  deny 

Rach.  Men  oft  betray  a  heart  too  tender. 
Hill.  Take  me  and  try. 

Rach.   Love  is  a  tyrant,  under  vjbofe  fivay, 

They  fuff'cr  leaft  who  be  ft  obey. 
Both.     Love  is,  &c.  [Exeunt. 

SCENE,    Juflice  Clack's  Houfe. 
Enter  Juftice  Clack  and  Martin. 

Cla.  I  have  forgiven  you,  provided  that  my  niece  be 
fafely  taken,  and  fo  to  be  brought  home  fafely,  I  fay  ; 
that  is  to  fay,  unftain'd,  unblemifh'd,  undiilionour'd  j 
that  is  to  fay,  with  no  more  faults,  criminal  or  accu- 
fitive,  than  thofe  Ihe  carried  with  her. 

Mar.  Sir,  I  believe 

Cla.  Nay,  if  we  both  fpeak  together,  how  mall  we 
hear  one  another  ?  You  believe  her  vinue  is  armour  of 
proof,  without  your  counfel,  or  your  guard,  and  there 
fore  you  left  her  in  the  hands  of  rogues  and^  vagabonds, 
to  make  your  own  peace  with  me  :  you  have  it,  pro 
vided,  I  fay  (as  I  faid  before)  that  me  be  fafe  ;  that  is 
E  2  to 
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to  fay,  uncorrupted,  undefiled  ;  that  is  to  fay — as  I  faid 

before. 

Mar.  Mine  intent,  fir,  and  mine  oily  way— 

Cla.  Nay,  if  we  both  fpeak  together,  how  fhall  we 

hear  one  another  ? 

Enter  Sentwell. 

O  mafter  Sentwcll !  good  news  ! 

Sent.  Of  beggarly  news,  the  beft  you  have  heard. 

Cla.  That  is  to  lay,  you  have  found  my  niece  among 
the  beggars  ;  that  is  to  fay — 

Sent.  "True,  fir,  I  found  her  among  them.  And 
they  were  contriving  to  a£t  a  play  among  themfelves, 
juft  as  we  furpriz'd  ;ejn,  and  fpoil'd  their  fport. 

Cla.  A  pLiy  !  are  there  players  among  them  !  I'll 
pay  tiiem  above  all  the  reft. 

Enter  Randal. 

Rand.  Sir,  my  mailer,  Mr.  Oldrent?,  and  his  friend, 
iVir.  Hearty,  are  come  to  wait  upon  you,  and  are  im 
patient  to  behold  the  mirror  of  juilices ;  and  if  you 
come  not  at  once,  twice,  thrice  !  he's  gone. 

Cla.  Good  friend,  I  will  fatisfy  your  mailer,  with 
out  telling  him — he  has  a  faucy  knave  to  his  man. 

[Exit.  Clack. 

Rand.  Thank  your  worfhip. 

Sent.  Do  you  hear,  friend,  you  ferve  mailer  Old- 
rents. 

Rand.  I  cou'd  ha'  told  you  that. 

Sent.  Your  name  is  Randal. 

Rand.  Are  you  fo  wife  ? 

Sent.  Ay  ;  and  the  two  young  ladies,  your  mailer's 
daughters,  with  their  lovers,  are  hard  by,  at  my  houfe 
They  oirec'led  me  to  iind  you,  Randal,  and  bring  you 
to  'em. 

Rand.  Whaw,  whaw,  whaw,  whaw  !— Why  do 

we  not  go  then  ? 

Sent.  But  fecretly,  not  a  word  to  any  body,  for  a 
reafon  I'll  tell  you. 

Rand.  Mum. 

A  I  R 
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A  I  R     XXXVII. 

The  great  eft  fit  II  in  fife, 

For  avoiding  noifc  and  ftrife, 
Is  to  know  when  a  man  jbculd  be  dumb,  dumb,  dumb*. 

When  a  knave,  to  gain  his  end, 

Sifts  you  to  betray  your  friend, 
Let  your  anjhuer  be  on/y,  mum,  mum,  mum. 

H'ou*  d  you  try  to  perfuade 

A  pretty,  pretty  maid, 
As  ripe  as  a  peach,  or  a  plumb,  plumb,  plumb  ? 

ToiSvc  nothing  more  to  do, 

But  tofwtaryou  will  be  true, 
And  then  you  may  kifs  !  but— mum,  mum,  mum. 

[Exeunt, 

Enter  Clack,  Oldrents,  Hearty,  Oliver,  and  Martin. 

Cla.  A-hay  !  boy  ;  y-hay  !  this  is  right ;  that  is  to 
fay,  as  I  wou'd  have  it  ;  that  is  to  fay — a-hay  !  boys  ; 
a-hay  !  they  are  as  merry  without  as  we  are  within. 
A-hay  !  mailer  Oldrents,  and  a-hay  !  mailer  Hearty  ! 
and  a-hay  !  fon  Oliver !  and  a-hay  !  clerk  Martin  ! 
clerk  Martin  !  the  virtue  of  your  company  turns  all  to 
mirth  and  melody  ;  with  a-hay  trollolly,  lolly,  lolly, 
is't  not  fo,  mailer  Hearty  ? 

A  I  R     XXXVHI. 

Heart.      'There  was  a  maid,  and  Jhe  wenf  to  the  mill, 

Sing  trolly,  lolly,   lolly,   tolly,  lo. 
The  mill  turn  d  round,  but  the  maid flood ft  ill. 
Cla.  Oh  ho  !  didjbefo  f  did  Jhe  fo  ?  tid Jbe  fo  f 

Heart.      The  miller  he  kifid  her,  away  ftre  went ; 

Sing  trolly,   SI 

The  maid  was  wellj)leasyd,  and  tbt  milltr  CQnttnt* 
Cla.  O  bo  !  was  hefo,  &c. 


E  3  Heart. 
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Heart.      He  danSd,    and  he  fung,   while  the  mill  went 

clack  ; 

Sing  trolly,  &c. 

Jlnd  he  cheriflfd  his  heart  with  a  cup  of  old  Jack. 
Cla.  Oh  ho  !  didhefo,  &c. 

Old.  Why,  thus  it  ihould  be  !  now  I  fee  you  are  a 
gcod  fellow. 

Cla.  Again,  boys,  again  ;  that  is  to  fay,  a-hay, 
boys  !  a-hay  !  — 

Old.  But  there  is  a  play  to  be  expe&ed  and  a&ed  by 
beggars  ! 

Cla.  That  is  to  fay,  by  vagabonds  !  that  is  to  fay, 
by  (trolling  players  ;  they  are  upon-  their  purgation  ;  if 
they  can  prefent  any  thing  to  pleafe  you,  they  may  ef- 
cape  the  law ;  (that  is,  a-hay  ! )  If  not,  to-morrow, 
gentlemen,  mall  be  afted,  abufes  ftript  and  whipt  among 
'em ;  with  a-hay,  matter  Hearty,  you  are  not  merry* 

Enter  Sentwell. 

And  a-hay !  matter  Sentwell,  "  where  are  your  dra- 
"  mails  perfona?  your  prologues?  and  your  "  aftns 
primus  ?  Ha'  they  given  "  you  the  flip,  for  fear  of  the 
whip  ?  a-hay  !"  in. 

Sent.  A  word  afide,  an't  pleafe  you. 

[Sentwell  takes  Clack  afide,  and  gives  him  a  paper. 

Cla.  Send  'em  in,  matter  Sentwell.  [Exit.  Sent.]  Sit, 

fentlemen,  the  players  are  ready  to  enter  ;  and  here's  a 
ill  of  their  plays ;  you  may  take  ycur  choice. 

Old.  Are  they  ready  for  them  all  in  the  fame  cloaths  ? 
read  'em,  good  Hearty. 

Heart.  Firtt,  here's  The  two  loft  Daughters. 

Old.  Put  me  not  in  mind  of  the  two  loft  daughters,  I 
pr 'y-thee.  What's  the  next  ? 

Heart.  The  Vagrant  Steward. 

Old.  Nor  of  a  vagrant  fteward ;  fure  fome  abufe  is 
meant  me. 

Heart.  The  Old  Squire,  and  the  Fortune  Teller. 

Old   That  comes  nearer  me  ;  away  with  it. 

Heart*  Tkf  Beggar's  Prophecy* 
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Old.  All  thcfe  titles  may  ferve  to  one  play  of  a  ftory 
that  I  know  too  well  ;  I'll  fee  none  of  them. 

Heart.  Then  here's  the  Jovial  Crew. 

Old.  Ay,  that  ;  and  let  'em  begin. 
Sec,  a  moil  folcmn  prologue  ! 

Enter  fix  Beggars  for  the  Prolcgue. 
A  I  R     XXXIX. 

Beg.      7"o  knight,  to  f quire,  find  to  the  gent  eels  here, 
We  wijb  our  play  may  <;:.'."-'  cr.nient  appear  j 
We  promifeyou  no  daintj  wit  of  court, 
Nor  city  pageantry,  nor  c ount  y  /port  ; 
Put  a  plain  piece  cf  aftion,  fvefyj:^t  a,id  fiueet, 
In  ftory  true,  you  II  know  it  wkcnyiuftit.        [Exit. 

Old.  True  ftories,  and  true  jefts,  do  lUdom  thrive  on 
ftages. 

Cla.  They  are  bed  to  pleafe  you  with  this  tho',  or, 
a-hay  !  with  a  whip  for  them  to-morrow. 

OU.  Nay,  rather  than  they  (hall  fuffer,  I  will  be 
pleas'd,  let  'em  play  their  worft. 

Enter  Patrico,  <witb  \ft  Beggar,  habited  like  Oldrents. 
See  our  Patrico  among  'em. 

Pat.    Your  childrens  fortunes  I  have  told, 

Now  hear  the  reafon  why  ; 
That  they  mall  beg,  ere  they  be  old, 
Is  their  juft  dcitiny. 

Your  grandfather,  by  crafty  wile, 

An  heir  of  half  his  lands, 
By  ihamelefs  fraud  did  much  beguile, 

Then  left  them  to  your  hands. 

i  Beg.  That  was  no  fault  of  mine,  nor  of  my  chil 
dren. 

Old.  Doft  note  this,  Hearty  ? 

Heart. 
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Heart*  You  faid  you  would  be  pleas'd,  let  'em  play 
their  worft. 

[lit  Beggar  walks  fadly,  beats  bis  breaft,  &c.] 

Enter  ^th  Beggary  dreffed  like  Hearty,  and  feems  to  com 
fort  him. 

Old.  It  begins  my  ftory,  and  by  the  fame  fortune 
teller  that  told  me  my  daughters'  fortunes,  almoftin  the 
fame  words  ;  and  lie  fpcaks  in  the  play  to  one  that 
perfonates  me  as  near  as  they  can  fet  him  forth. 

Cla.  How  like  you  it,  fir  ?  you  feem  diipleas'd ; 
lhall  they  be  whipp'd  yet  ?  A-hay  !  if  you  fay  the 
word 

Old.  O  !  by  no  means,  fir  ;  I  am  pleas'd. 

4  Beg.  Sad,  for  the  words  of  a  baf-  fortune-teller  ? 
Believe  him  !  ::ang  him  ;  I'll  trufl  none  of  Jem. 
They  have  all  whims  and  double  meanings  in  all  they 
fay. 

Old.  Whom  does  he  talk,  or  look  like,  now  ? 

Heart.  It  is  no  matter  whom  ;  you  are  pleas'd,  you 
fay. 

4  Beg.  Ha*  you  no  fack  i'th'  houfe  ?  am  not  I  here  ? 
and  never  without  a  merry  old  fong. 

AIR     XL. 

Old  fuck,  and  eld  fongs,  and  a  merry  old  crew, 
Will  fright  aivaj  cares,  when  the  ground  looks  bluf. 

And  can  you  think  on  gypfy  fortune-tellers  ? 

j  Beg.  I'll  think  as  little  of 'em  as  I  can. 

4  Beg.  Will  you  abroad  then  ?  But  here  comes  your 
fteward. 

Enter  Springlove,  as  an  afier. 

Old.  Blefs  me  !  is  not  that  Springlove  ? 

Heart.  Is  that  you  that  talks  to  him,  or  that  Cox 
comb,  1,  do  you  think  ?  pray  let  them  play  their  play  ; 
the  juftice  will  not  hinder  them,  you  fa  ;  he's  afleep. 
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Spr-  Here  are  the  keys  of  all  my  charge,  fir;  and  my 
humble  fuit  is,  that  you  will  be  pleas'd  to  let  me  walk 
upon  my  lawful  occasions  this  fummer. 

I  Beg.  Fie  !  can'fl  not  yet  leave  off  thofe  vagrancies  ? 
but  I  will  ftrive  no  more  to  alter  nature.  1  will  not 
hinder  thee,  nor  bid  thce  go. 

OhL  My  own  words  at  hi*  departure. 

Heart.  No  matter  ;  pray  attend. 

i  Beg.  Come,  friend,  I'll  take  your  counfel. 

[Exeunt  Beggars. 

Spr.      I've  ftriven  with  myfelf  to  alter  nature  in  me 
For  my  good  mailer's  fake,  but  all  in  vain  ; 
For  beggars  (cuckow  like)  fly  out  again 
In  their  own  notes,  and  feafon.' 

Enter  Rachel,  Meriel,  Vincent,  and  Milliard, 

Rack.  Our  father's  fadaefs  will  not  fuffer  us 
To  live  in's  houfe. 

Mer.  And  we  muft  have  a  progrefs. 

Vine.  The  afiurance  of  your  love  hath  engaged  U3. 

Hill.  We  are  determined  to  wait  on  you  in  any 
courfe. 

Racb.  Suppofe  we'll  go  a  begging  ! 

/////.  We  are  for  you. 

Spr.  And  that  muft  be  your  courfe,  and  fuddenty, 
To  cure  your  father's  fadnefs,  who  is  told 
It  is  your  deftiny,  which  you  may  quit, 
By  making  it  a  trick  of  youth,  and  wit, 
I'll  fet  you  in  the  way. 

All.  But  how  !  but  how  ?  [All  talk  afide. 

Qld.  My  daughters,  and  their  lovers  too  !  I  fee  the 
fcope  of  their  deiign,  and  the  whole  drift  of  all  their 
action  now,  with  joy  and  comfort. 

Heart.  But  take  no  notice  yet ;  fee  a  whim  more 
of  it.  But  the  mad  rogue  that  acted  me,  \  mult  make 
drunk,  anon. 

Spr.   Now  are  you  all  refolv'd  ? 

All.  Agreed,  agreed. 

Spr.  You  beg  to  abfolve  your  fortune,  not  for  need. 

[Exeunt. 

+ 

014. 
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Old.  I  muft  commend  their  acl  in  that  ;  pr'ythee  let's 
call  'em,  and  end  the  matter  here.  The  purpofe  of 
their  play  is  but  to  work  my  friendmip,  or  their  peace 
with  me,  and  they  have  it. 

Heart.  But  fee  a  little  more,  fir. 

Enter  Randal. 

Old.  My  man,  Randal,  too  !  has  he  a  part  with 
'em  ? 

"Rand.  They  were  well  fet  to  work  when  they  made 
me  a  player  !  What  is  it  I  muft  fay  ?  and  how  muft  I 
acl  now  ?  Oh  !  that  I  muft  be  fteward  for  the  beggars 
in  mafter  fteward's  abfenoe,  and  tell  my  mafter  he's 
gone  to  meafure  land  for  "him  to  purchafe. 

Old.  You,  fir,  leave  the  work,  you  can  do  no  better, 
and  call  the  actors  back  again  to  me. 

Ran.  With  all  my  heart,  and  glad  my  part  is  fo  foon 
done»  [Exit. 

Inter  Patrico. 

Pat.  Since  you  will  then  break  off 'our  play, 
Something  in  carneft  I  muft  fay  ; 
But  let  affecled  rhiming  go  j 
1*11  be  no  more  a  Patrico. 

My  name  is  Wrought-on— Grandfon  to  that 

unhappy  Wrought-on,  whom  your  grandfather  craftily 
wrought  out  of  his  eftate,  by  which  all  his  pofterity 
were  fince  exposed  to  beggary. 

[Patrico  takes  Oldrents  ajtde. 

I  had  a  fifter,  who,  among  the  race  of  beggars  was  the 
faireft  ;  a  gentleman,  by  her,  in  the  heat  of  youth,  did 
get  a  fon,  who  now  muft  call  you  father* 

Old.  Me  ? 

Pat.  Yet  attend  me,  fir,    your  bounty  then  difpos'd 
your  purfe  to  her,  in  which,   befides 
Much  money  (I  conceive  by  yo«r  neglect) 
Was  thrown  this  jewel  :  do  you  know  it  ? 

Old. 
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Old.  The  bracelet  my  mother  gave  me  ! 
Does  the  young  man  live  ? 

Enter  Springlovc,  Vincent,  Milliard,  Rachel,  anJ 
Meriel. 

Pat.  Here,  with  the  reft  of  your  fair  children,  fir. 

Old.  My  joy  begins  to  be  too  great  within  me. 
My  bleffing,  and  a  welcome  to  you  all  ; 
Be  one  another's,  and  you  all  are  mine. 


We  are  agreed  on  that. 

Rack.  Long  fince  ;  we  only  ftay'd  till  you  fhook  oft* 
your  fadnefs. 

Old.  Now  I  can  read  the  juftice  of  my  fate,  and 
yours.  —  — 

C/a.  Ha!  juftice!  are  they  handling  of  juftice? 

Old.  But  more  applaud  great  Providence  in  both. 

Cla.  Are  they  jeering  of  juftices  ?  I  watch'd  for 
that. 

Heart.  Ay,  fo  methought  ;  no,  fir,  the  play  is 
done. 

Enttr  Sentwell,  Amie,  and  Oliver. 

Sent.  See,  fir,  your  niece  prefented  to  you. 

[Springlove  takes  Amie. 

Cla.  What,  with  a  fpeech  by  one  of  the  players  ? 
Speak,  fir,  and  not  be  daunted  ;  I  am  favourable. 

Spr.  Then,  by  yoiir  favour,  fir,  this  maiden  is  my 
wife. 

Cla.  Sure  you  are  out  o'  your  part  !  that  is  to  fay, 
you  mull  begin  again. 

Spr.  She's  mine  by  folemn  contract,  fir. 


A  I  R 
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A  I  R    XLI. 


Amie,  Ala:  !  Jir,  I  have  prov  d  your 

Ey^d  him, 
fry*  d  him, 
But  muft  own, 

So  wretched  a  mortal  ne'er  was  known  ; 
/  had  been  --with  him  undone* 

If  I  muft  in  bo  ndagc  be, 

To  chufe  my  chains^  at  haft  Vrnfrc.3. 

Since  I  am  willing, 

To  be  billing, 
Here's  the  man,  the  man  for  me. 

Cla.  You  will  not  tell  me  that  :  are  not  you  my 
niece  ? 

Am.  I  dare  not,  fir,  deny't  ;  we  are  contracted. 

Cla.  Nay,  if  we  both  fpeak  together,  how  mail  we 
hear  one  another. 

Old.  Hear  me  then  for  all.  This  gentleman  that 
ftiall  marry  your  niece,  is  my  fon,  on  whom  I  will 
fettle  a  thoufand  pounds  a  year,  to  make  the  match 
equal.  —  Do  you  hear  me  now  ? 

Cla.  Now  I  do  hear  you,  and  muft  hear  you  ;  that 
is  to  fay,  it  is  a  match  ;  tfrat  is  to  fay  -  as  I  faid 
before. 

Spr.  [To  Oldrents.]  Now,  on  my  duty,  fir,  1*11 
beg  no  more,  but  your  continual  love,  and  daily 
blelTing. 

Rach.  You,  fir,  [To  Oliver.]  are  the  gentleman 
that  wou'd  have  made  beggars  fport  with  us.  Two  at 
once. 

Mer.  Two  for  a  (hilling. 


A  I  R 
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A  I  R     XLII. 

Rach.       What  J>aft* yon  were  in  to  be  doing, 

It'hrn  two  at  a  lime  you  were  wcoing  ; 
}  'cm  men  are  fa  kecu, 
If 'hen  once- you  begin, 
You  fancy  you  ne*  er  jhall  have  done. 

What  haft  e  you  were  in  to  be  billing^ 

two  at  a  time  for  a  Jb  tiling  ; 
'    Yet  quickly  you  a  find ', 

If  any  prove  kind, 
Youd  work  enough  meet  with  one. 

O/iv.  There  are  fome  mifunderftandings  Jiave  hap 
pened  :  but,  I  hope,,  we  are  all  friends. 

Old.  Ay,  ay,  we  are  all  friends,  and  fhall  continue 
fb ;  and  to  fhew  we  are  friends,  let  us  be  merry  :  and 
to  (he\v  we  are  merry,  let  us  have  a  fong,  "  and  after- 
"  wards  a  dance." 

A  I  R     XLIII. 

Hearty,  To  the  men. 

Now  then  tell  them  fairly  ^ 
You  TV///  lo-'ve  *em  dearly , 
May  each  of  them  be  yearly 
Mother  of  a  bay^, 


To  the  women. 


Ladies  fair,  adieu  t[ve, 
Manage  well  your  beauty. 
Keep  yourfpoufes  true  t\ve  ; 
Be  their  only  j 
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To  Oldrents. 

<-Come,  my  lads,  be  merry , 
'Bring  us  fack  and  Jherry  ; 
Call  the  pipe  and  tabor 
No<w,  fer,  cut  a  caper  : 
Here  ends  all  our  labcttr 

This  happy  wedding  da\\ 

Co?ne,  my  lads,  &c. 


.A  Country  Dance. 


F     I     N     I     S. 


A     TA  B  L  E    of    S  O  N  G  S. 

ACT     f. 
A  I  R  Page 

I.  To-day  hi  us  never  bejlaves,  I 

II.  In  Nottinghamfliirc,  2 

311.  And  be  that  will  not  merry,  merry  be,  4 

IV.   Tho'  all  are  difcontcnted  grown,  $ 

V.  WS II  glad  our  hearts  with  the  bejl  nf  our  cheer,  6 

VI.  /;;  the  charming  month  rf  May,  8 

Vir.   Sec  hew  the  Jambs  arc /porting  !  ibid. 

VIII.  Hc'-w'fweet  is  the  evening  air,  9 

IX.   At  night9  by  mocn- light  en  the  plain,  IO 

X.  The  mind  of  a  woman  can  never  be  known  1 1 

XI.  Howfenv,  like  you,  wou'd  dare  advife,  iz 

XII.   We  leg  but  in  a  higher  Jlrain,  ibid. 

XIII.  Abroad  ice  muft  wander  to  hear  the  birds  fing    13 

XIV.  To  you,  dear  fat  her,  and  our  home,  15 

ACT      II. 

'    XV.   Let  pleafure  go.  round,  1 6 

XVI,   There  was  an  old  fellow  at  Waltham-Crofs  18 

XVII.  /  once  was  a  poet  in  London ,  19 

XVIII.   What,  M  thefe  guineas  bright,  fir,  21 

XIX.   Tho'  women,  *tis  true,  Are  but  tender,  22 

XX.   Woe  betide  each  tender  fair,  23 

XXI.  No  woman  her  en'vy  can  fine ther,  24. 

XXII.   O  /  may  your  miftrefs  ne'er  deny,  26 

XXIII.  Come  hither,  pretty  maid,  with  a  black  roll 

ing  eye  :  27 

XXIV.  Can  nothing,  fir,  move  you,  our  farrows  to 

mend  ?  ibid. 

XXV.   Woud you  hurt  a  tender  creature,  28 

XXVI.  T$e  tuneful  lark,  who,  from  her  neft,  30 

XXVII. 


A    TABLE    of   the    S  o  K  c ;  s . 

A  I  R.  Page 

XXVII.  Oh!  turn  year   eyes  on  me,  and  view  my 

dijh-ffs  !  31 

XXVIII.  Fkt?  eld,  my  jhry,  gentle  hidy,  hear  ;         ibid. 

XXIX.  1  like  a  gentleman  did  li*ve,  ibid,, 

XXX.  J\Iy  daddy  is  gone  to  his  grave  ;  3  * 

XXXI.  Is  there  on  earth  a  pkajure, 

XXXII.  /  made  Iwt  to  Kate,  long  Ifigtfdforjke,       34 

ACT     III. 

XXXIII.  "  Jealcujy  like  a  canker  nvorm,  ^6 

XXXIV.  Tbo1  ladies  look  gay >  when  of  beauty  they 

bcaft,  ibid. 

XXXV.   'That  all  men  are  beggars ,  you  flainly  may 

fee,  $7 

XXXVI.   Sure^  by  that  f mile,  my  pains  are  c<vtr  /        39 
XXXVII.  ?^£rcaf0?/i7/  /*  lift,  41 

XXX VIII,  fbcrt  <w#s  a  m&id,  and  fit  went  to  the 

mill,  ibid. 

XXXIX.  To  knigkt,  tofquire,  end  the  gevtteh  kerf,     43 
XL.  Old  fack,  and  oldfongs,  and  ft  merry  eld 

crevj,  44 

XLI.  dlas  !  fir,  I  have  prGv'd your  clown,          48 

XLII.   Wkat  hafeyou  'were  in  ta  be  doing,  49 

XLIIL  Ntw  then  tell  them  fairly,  ibid* 


fut&TudfirBea/Sriyh T/uotrt Maj  i5*ijSi . 


Thornffnvtdte  Stu. 


'  /'         J'  •/'  /  y          /  "  /" 

rf0tV  fiwri//Yr// //aj/Jtof «</<•///*•  /•(///.  // 

///////////•  A 


B  E  L  Ly  S     EDITION. 

Mi  •      -a- 

THE 

ACCOMPLISHED  MAID, 

A     COMIC      OPERA. 

DISTINGUISHING    ALSO    THE 

VARIATIONS   OF   THE   THEATRE. 

AS      PERFORMED 

IN      THREE      ACTS, 

AT       THE 

'flTJeatceslRopal  in  Cotoent^actiein 

Regulated  from  the  Prompt-Book 

Sv  PERMISSION  of  the  MANAGERS, 

By    Mr.    W  I  L  D,     Prompter. 
THE     MUSIC     BY 

SIGr.    NICCOLO     PICCINI. 

"  Virtue  never  will  be  remov'd 
"  Tho*  Lewdnefs  court  it  in  a  Shape  of  Heav'n." 

SHAKESPEARE* 


LONDON: 
Printed  for  JOHN  BELL,  at  the  Britifli  Library,  In  the  Strand. 

WDCCLXXXI. 


Dramatis  Perfonse. 

MEN. 

Lord  Bellmour,  in  Love  with  7  M    M 
Fanny.  J 


contraaed  }  **•  »- 

Kreigfman,  a  German  OfK-j  Mr> 

Robin,  a  Gardener,  in  lovel  TV/T     n-u- 
with  Fanny.  ]  Mr'  **** 

Lady  Lucy,    Siiler  to  Lord 


WOMEN, 

Fanny,  her  Chambermaid,  a  }  ,  . 
Foundling.  Mrs" 


Sufan,    a  Dairy  -Maid,     in  7,,       „  , 
love  with  Robin.  JMrs'  *•*"• 

An  old  Woman,  Nurfe  to  Fanny. 

Sportfmen,  Servants,  Ruffians,  &c, 

SCENE 
At,  and  near,  Lord  Bellmour's  Country  Seat, 


[    49 


A    TABLE    of    SONGS. 

A  C  T    I. 

A  I  R  Page 

I.  How  delightful  is  the  morning,              —  I 

II.   When  you  difco<ver                —                    —  -  2 

III.  When  men  purfuing,                —                  —  ib. 

IV.  /  did  not  mean  the  love               —  -              —  3 
V.  Oh  !  how  cruel  is  my  fate  ,                     —  -  5 

VI.  While  her  charms  my  thoughts  employ,         —  7 

VIF.   Search  thro*  the  world,  Jir,              —  9 

VIII.  Lo<ve  and  beauty  mildly  reigning,            —  IO 

IX.  *  Bring,  ye  tedious  hours,  ~—  ibid. 

X.  I  hate  a  proud,  afaucyfiirt,                  —  12 

XI.  See  a  poor,  a  friendlefs  creature,             —  •»  14 

XII.  Come,  dire  revenge,  infpire  me,             —  I£ 

XIII.  Forlorn  I  wander,  (  Quint  etto)         —  17 

ACT     II. 

XIV.  Where  is  my  deareft  Fanny  gone  /            —  -  19 
XV.   O£  /  my  Fanny,  thy  true  fvuain,              —  21 

XVI.  Dere  pe  de  drumbets,  horns,  and  t  rums,  22 

XVII.  The?  in  my  breaft  contending,  23 

XVIII.    Thro9  the  key  hole  I  was  peeping,  (Duetto)  2$ 

XIX.   Iknonuhisfouldifdains                              —  2  6 

XX.   Off',  my  lord,  pray  forbear,  let  me  go  27 

XXI.  Come  and  fee  the  lo<vly  creature,              —  30 

XXII.   Come,  balmy  Jleep,  relieve  my  woes,  ibid. 

XXIII.  Madam,  we  havefeen  it  all  (  Quint  etto.)  3  1 


ACT 


A   TABLE    of  the    SONGS. 


ACT     III. 

AIR  Page 

XXIV.  *  Some  men  'with  artful  praife,                         35 

XXV.  Doubts  and  fears  are  gone,                  — -            36 

XXVI.  Sontbing  hopes  excite  me,                  —               37 

XXVII.  My  heart  infoft,  relenting                 —           38 

XXVIII.  1  fa<w  the  black,  the  brown,  the  fair,             39 

XXIX.  A<w  !  <vat  a  bleafure,  choy,  and  telight>          40 

XXX.  *The  merchant  fraught  with  treafure  (Dftetto)  43 

XXXIi  *  Thus  the  fun  at  morn  appearing         —        44 

XXXII.  My  charmer's  hand  thus  prcjfing  (finale)       46 

XXXIII,  Love,  'when  ccnftant  hearts  unites  (Chorus)   47 


J?»     The    three   fongs    marked  *  were   not   originally  iiv  thii 
opera;  but  are  the  competition  ot'  the  f»me  maitir* 


PREFACE. 


HIS  drama  is  a  tranflation  from  the  celebrated 
Italian  comic  opera  of  Goldoni,  LE  BUONA 
FIGLIUOLA  ;  which,  as  it  owes  its  origin  to  an  Englifti 
ftory,  I  hope  it  will  not  be  thought  prefumptuous  to 
endeavour  to  reftore  it  to  its  native  country,  with  all 
thofe  additional  embellifhments  it  has  received  by 
travel ;  I  mean  that  o/  being  formed  into  an  opera,  by 
fo  celebrated  a  writer  as  Goldoni ;  and  that  greateft 
improvement,  Italy  was  capable  of  bellowing  on  it, 
being  fet  to  mufic,  by  that  inimitable  compofer,  Signer 
Niccolo  Piccini. 

Goldoni,  in  his  Preface,  fays ;  "  To  render  a  per- 
"  formance  worthy  the  regard  and  attention  of  the 
•'  lovers  of  the  theatre,  he  had  chofen  a  ftory  wherein 
•'  the  mod  amiable  character  of  innocence,  was  blend- 
"  ed  with  lighter  comic  ones ;  to  raife  thofe  laudable 
"  fenfations  in  the  mind,  which  create  the  mixture 
"  of  Utility  and  Deligtt." 

This 
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This  tranflation  is  attempted,  fo  as  to  be  fung  to  the 
original  mufic,  as  performed  in  Italy ;  wherefore,  the 
verification,   it  is  hoped,  will  be  confidered,   as  fub- 
fervient  to  the  mufical  expreffion  ;  and  of  courfe  cannot 
have  that  perfect  harmony  in  poetry,  which  otherwife 
might  have  been  given  to  it,  had  it   been  free  from 
that  reftridion.     As  the  mufic  of  this  opera  has  always 
been  efteemed  the  moil  capital  work  of  that  great  com- 
pofer  Piccini,    the  tranflator  thought  it  more  juft,  to 
give  up  the  claim  to  poetical  harmony,  rather  than  make 
the  leaft  infringement  on  the  mufical  accent.     He  like- 
wife  flatters  himfelf,  that  it  will  not  be  lefs  acceptable 
to  an  Englifti  audience,  by  the  dialogue's  being  without 
the  incumbrance  of  recitative.     All  other    alterations 
were  made  to  adapt  it  to  the  Engliih  ftage ;  by  giving 
to  fome  characters,  fuch  employmeats  in  life,    as  are 
more  fuitable'  "o  rhe  cuftoms  of  our  own  country. 

Should  this  firft  attempt  of  bringing  an  entire  Italian 
mufical  compofition  on  the  Englifh  ftage,  by  applying 
our  language  to  the  harmony  of  their  moft  eminent  com- 
pofer,  prove  acceptable  to  tht  public,  the  translator's 
intention  is  fully  anfwered,  as  it  may  be  the  means  of 
exciting  fome  abler  genius  to  tread  the  fame  path. 

N.  B.  This  OPERA  is  tranflated  to  the  original 
mufic,  performed  at  Rome  in  the  year  1760. 


THE 

ACCOMPLISHED  MAID. 

ACT    I.        SCENE    I. 

A    Garden.     FAN  NT    discovered   at    a  Pittance    ga 
thering  Flowers. 


TJO  W  delightful  it  the  morning  •, 
*•*  Nature's  richejl  ftores  ad  or  ni  Kg 

All  the  gay  en  ameW  d  ground  \ 
Herbs  and  floors  each  fenfe  regaling^ 
E'v'ry  breeze  rich  odours  ftealing^ 

Spreads  the  grateful  fragrance  round. 

How  bountiful  has  Providence  been,  in  allotting  me 
luch  humane  benefa&ors  !  who  by  kindnefs  convert 
misfortunes  to  a  blefling,  and  prevent  every  painful  re 
flection  which  I  muft  feel,  in  not  knowing  the  place  of 
my  birth,  or  who  my  parents  were. 

Enter  ROBIN. 

Rob.  Good  morrow  to  you,  Fanny. 
Fan.  Robin,  good  morning  to  you. 
Rob.  What  are  you  about  ?  I  faw  you  bufy,  and  Am 
come  to  help  you. 

B  Fan. 
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Fan.  I  thank  you  ;  I  was  only  gathering  a  few  flowers 
for  my  lady's  drefiing  room,  and  I  think  thefe  will  'be 
fufficient.  How  beautiful  they  look  !  how  fweet  they 
fincll  !  what  pity  they  fhould  fade  fo  foon. 

Rob.  They  are  indeed  very  pretty ;  but  there's  a 
flower  that,  when  it  is  properly  cultivated,  is  much 
more  beautiful,  and  more  Jailing  ;  but  I'm  afFeard  you 
don't  know  it. 

'Fan.  Oh  dear  !  tell  me  the  name  of  it. 

Rob.  'Tis  called  the  flower  of  love. 

Fan.  I  never  heard  of  it ;  where  does  it  grow  ?  I  long 
to  carry  fome  to  my  lady. 

Rob.  It  is  indeed  fcarce,  but  I'll  tell  you  where  it 
may  be  found,  and  how  you  may  know  it. 

When  ycu  .discover 

A  faithful  lower ', 
Who  from  his  truth  will  ne*er  depart, 

Then  s  in  your  power , 

Love's  choice/  fewer. 
If  grafted  in  an  honeft  heart. 

Fan.  If  that's  the  flower,  I  believe  it  is  fcarce  enough; 
I  remember  now  to  have  heard  of  it  j  but  they  told  me, 
that,  tho*  it  look'd  fo  very  pretty,  it  was  dangerous  to 
gather ;  fo  I  never  fought  after  it ;  and  the  description 
given,  was  quite  the  reverfe  of  yours. 

When  men  purfuing, 

Girls  to  their  ruin^ 
Boa/}  that  Love's  fow'r  in  the  heart  fweetly  blows  ; 

Tho*  they  prctejl  and  f wear  % 

Maids  jkttn  the  fubtle  fnare, 
None  e'er  cculd  tell  where  conjhincy  grows. 

Rob.  There's  a  flower  fomething  like  it,  which  is 
reckon'd  a  poifon  ;  but  the  true  one  you  will  find  in 
the  heart  of  your  faithful  Robin  :  take  it,  my  dear, 
Fanny,  and— 

Fan.  Huih,  Robin ;  I  can  hear  no  more  cf  this  lan 
guage  ;  I  have  told  you  my  fentiments  before,  and  beg 
you  will  defift. 

Rob. 
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Rob.  What,  have  you  no  pity  ? 

Fan.  Yes,  as  much  as  you  can  defire. 

Rob.   And  no  love  ? 

Fan.  Yes,  and  love  too,  if  you  vu!l  be  content  with 
that  which  I  fhould  give  to  a  brother,  or  a  friend  ;  the 
only  love  I  can  receive,  and  the  only  one  I  can  give  in 
return  ;  let  me  defire,  therefore,  you  will  reft  fatisficd, 
that  I  fo  far  take  kindly  your  well-meant  profeflions, 
that,  if  it  ever  be  in  my  power  to  mew  my  fenfe  of 
them,  you  mall  fee  I  will  not  be  ungrateful. 

Rob.  And  may  I- then  hope,  my  dear  Fanny? 

Fan.  Millake  me  not,  good  Robin  !  your  love  I  can. 
never  requite,  but  with,  friendlhip  ;  di;ceive  not  your- 
felf  by  an  expeclation  of  what  can  never  happen  :  that 
affeftion  which  is  loll  upon  me,  may  make  fome  other 
happy  :  and  one,  perhaps,  who,  by  being  bettor  qua^ 
lifted  to  make  you  fo,  may  better  deferve  that  affection  „ 
Good  morning  to  you.  [Exit. 

Rob.  Unkind  girl,  good  day  to  you.  Well,  I  don't 
defpair ;  tho*  me  now  only  promifes  to  love  me  as  a 
brother,  who  knows  but  one  day  we  may  be  nearer 
related. 

I  did  not  mean  the  lo-~ue 

Which  friends  and  kindred  prove ; 

If  that  is  all  Jhill  give, 

I'll  ftrive  content  to  Ii<ve. 

Perhaps  a  brother's  tender  name, 

In  time  may  light  a  kinder  flame , 

Andjjjler  change  for  life, 

^To  dear  and  loving  wife.  [Exit, 

SCENE        II. 

Another  Part  of  the  Garden. 

Enter  FANNY,  and  Lord  BELLMOUR,    meeting. 

L.  Bell.  Ah  !  Fanny  here,  fortunate  opportunity. 
You  are  abroad  early  this  morning,  Fanny. 

Fan.  My  lord,  I  have  been  gathering'  thefe  flowers 
fur  my  lady's  dremng-room,  againft  (he  rifes. 

B  2  L. 
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L.  fall.  You  are  a  good  girl,  and  the  diligent  atten 
tion  you  conftantly  pay  to  our  fervice  fhall  not  be 
unrewarded. 

Fan.  The  leaft  remiflhefs  in  duty,  my  lord,  to  bene- 
faftors,  who  have  been  fo  liberal,  would  be  wholly 
unpardonable :  efpecially  as  duty  is  the  only  return  I 
can  make  for  your  bounty. 

L.  Bell.  What  has  been  already  done,  Fanny,  is  but 
little,  compared  to  what  I  wifh  ftill  to  do  for  you  ;  and 
I  hope  you  will  be  grateful. 

Fan.  I  hope,  my  lord,  I  ever  fhall  be  fo ;  has  your 
lordfhip  any  commands  ? 

L.  BJL  Why  in  fuch  hafle  to  be  going  ? 

Fan.  To  carry  thefe  Mowers 

L.  Bell.  Ch,    you  have  time  enough   for  that;  my 
filter  is  no  early  rifer,  and  I  have  fomething  to  fay-' 
Tell  me,  Fanny,  have  you  ever  been  in  love  ? 

Fan.  My  lord  ! 

L.  Bell.  Conn,  my  fweet  girl,  let  me  hope  the  grati 
tude  you  mew  in  your  conflant  endeavours  to  pleafe,  is 
not  without  fome  mixture  of  a  more  tender  nature, 
and  that — 

Fan.  My  lord,  I  humbly  beg  leave  to  go. 

L.  Bell.  You  mud  not,  I  cannot  part  with  you  — Oh, 
my  hard  fortune  ;  that  it  mould  be  difgraceful  to  my 
rank,  to  acknowledge  a  paffion  fo  well  justified  by  the 
charms  of  my  fair  one.  My  dear  Fanny,  tell  me, 
j(hould  I  love  you  with  the  utmoft  ardour  and  fmcerity — 
Why  do  you  tremble  ? 

Fan.  Forgive  me,  my  lord,  I  cannot  flay. 

L.  Bell.  You  muft,  you  mail,  I  will  not  lofe  this 
opportunity. 

Fan.  Indeed,  my  lord,  I  ought  not,  therefore  excufe 
me,  I  will  not  ftay. (Runs  of.) 

L.  Bell.  Foolifh  girl!  yet  how  graceful  was  her  con- 
fufion  ?  She  muft,  (he  mall  be  mine.  I  may  perhaps 
overtake  her.  Exit. 
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Enter  SUSAN,  with  a  Milk-  pail. 

O/J  !  ho<iv  cruel  zs  my  fate, 
All  my  life  to  ivork  like  a  Jla<ve  ; 

ForSd  to  labour  early  and  latet 
Neither  plenfure  nor  comfort  1  ha-ve. 
To  a  girl  J  a  young  and  tender  , 
Some  help,   Oh  quickly  lend  bert 
7~o  carry  fo  heavy  a  wtigbr. 

Ob  !  ho-iu  cruel  is  my  fate, 
Forced  to  labour  early  an 


Oh  dear  !  'twas  not  always  fo  ;  time  was,  when  Ro 
bin  would  have  carried  my  pails,  and  have  thanked  me 
into  the  bargain  ;  but  he  is  turned  falfe-hearted,  arid 
has.  left  me  for  an  upftart  minx  —  Hey  ho  ! 

Enter  Lord  BELL  M  OUR. 

L.  Bell.  How  vexatious  !  me  flew  like  lightning-: 
Ha  !  this  wench  K  Fanny's  companion  ;  her  alfiftance 
may  be  ufeful  —  Suppofe  I  forget  my  rank  a-while  —  O 
tyrant  love  !  to  what  condefcenfions  and  little  artifices 
doft  thou  reduce  us  ?  —  How  do  you  do,  Sufan  ? 

Su.  Thank  your  honour,  1  am  very  well. 

L.  Bell.  You  look  as  frefh  as  a  new  blown  rofe  this 
morning. 

Su.  Your  honour  is  pleafed  to  joke  me. 

L.  Bell.  Indeed  I  don't,  fet  down  your  pail—  I  have 
fomething  to  fay  to  you. 

Su.  La,  your  honour,  the  milk  will  be  cold. 

L.  Bell.  Pfhaw  !  fet  it  down  —  I  ftand  in  need  of  your 
afiillance. 

£«.  Suppofe  he  fliould  be  in  loVe  with  me.      (  Afide  ) 

L.  EcIL  JJut  before  I  truft  you  with  this  affair,  tell 
me,  and  tell  me  fincerely,  was  you  ever  in  love  ? 

Su.  Sir!-ib,  fo  --  ' 

L.  Bell.  Do  you  I,  now  what  it  is  to  be  in  love  ? 

Su.  Why  —  why  — 

//.  Bell.  Come,  come,  tell  me. 
•"hy  —  yes.  Sir, 

P  3  L. 
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L.  Sell.  And  can  you  pity  the  pangs  that  lovers  feel  ? 

Su.  Yes,  Sir. 

L.  Sell.  Then  hear  me — but  I  charge  you  be  fecret. 

Su.  Yes,  I  will,  Sir — JTis  plain  enough,,  he  is  in 
love  with  me.  (4fide. ) 

L.  Bell.  I  am  deeply  enamoured — and  it  is  in  your 
power 

Su.  Your  honour  may  command  me  freely. 

L.  Bell  Very  well— I  love 

Su.  Yes  ;  fo  your  honour  faid  before. 

L.  Bell.  And  doft  thou  know  the  beauteous  object  of 
my  paffion  ? 

Su.  I  believe,  Sir,  I  can  guefs. 

L.  Bell.  As  you  hope  for  my  future  favours,  I  charge 
you  be  fecret. 

Su.  Oh,  yes ;  I  never  tells  tales. 

L.  Bell.  I  love  Fanny  to  diftraftion. 

Su.  Fanny  ! — (Looks  dif appointed  and  confufed.) 

£-.  Bell.  You  are  intimate  with  her;  among  your- 
felves,  you  girls  often  talk  of  your  admirers ;  do  you 
privately  mention  my  paffion  to  her,  and  periuade  her 
to  make  a  proper  return.  I  have  attempted  to  tell  her, 
but  me  ran  from  me,  to  avoid  giving  an  unfwer — 
perhaps  fhe  ,will  not  be  backward  in  fpeaking  her  mind 
.to  you. 

Su.  Pleafe  your  honour — I  muft  make  bold  to  tell 
you*— thou'  I  am  but  a  poor,  fimple  girl — I  don't  care 
to  do  any  fuch  thing. 

L.  Bell.  Pooh!  filly;  why  won't  you  oblige  me?  it 
will  make  me  your  friend  for  ever,  and  I  will  reward 
you  beyond  your  wifh.es. 

•  Su.  Then,    Sir,    to  be  fure,    I   will  do  what  your 
honour  commands. 

L.  Bell.  Tell  her  me  has  infpired  me  with  a  paffion, 
whofe  violence  I  cannot  refill — tell  her,  that  her  charm 
ing  eyes  have  captivated  my  heart;  tell  her,  I  doat 
upon  her,  and  cannot  live  without  her. 

Su.  Yes,  your  honour  ;  I'll  be  fure  to  fay  fo — but  if 

I  am  not  even  with  them.  (Afide.) 

(Curt/tcs  and  retires  nvatcbing.J 

L.  Bell.  How  abfolute  a  tyrant  is  this  paffion  !  I  al- 
mcft  blufh  to  be  thus  fubdued,  and  yet  am  proud 

of 
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of  it—  'Tis  an  infatuation  bordering  upon  phrenzy— > 
reafon  has  no  power,  every  word  and  thought  is  fond- 
ndi  and  Fanny. 

While  her  f  harms  my  tloughts  employ, 
All  is  rapture,  all  is  joy  ; 
When  Jhe  f  peaks,  bow  faucet  to  tear, 
Modeft,  graceful,  and  Jtncerc  : 

l»t  her  lo-vcly  Jhape  and  face, 

Center  e'v'ry  charm  and  grace ; 
Sure  ne^nr  nymph  was  half  fo  fair. 

Not  the  ifflf,  giddy,  vain, 

Nor  the  wanton  fit  rting  train, 
Did  my  cautious  heart  enfnare  ; 

Net  their  artful,  fubtle  ay/'/?/, 

Nor  their  f  of  t  deluding  fmiles, 
Cbarmtng  Fanny  triumphs  there.  [Exit. 

SUSAN,  ccnies  forward. 

Su.  Tell  her,  fpeak  to  her — yes,  to  be  fure  !— 
thank  you  for  nothing  ;  I  am  not  fuch  a  fool  neither — 
they  fay  Love  is  blind,  fo  it  feems  truly— for  I  think 
I  have  as  good  pretenfions  to  a  gentleman  fweetheart, 
as  any  girl  in  the  pariih.  The  men  are  all  bewitched, 
I  believe,  both  high  and  low — I'll  be  revenged  of  rny 
lord,  I'll  warrant  him,  for  I'll  go  and  tell  my  lady. 


Enter  Sir  JOHN  LOFTT. 

Sir  John.  Good  morrow,  pretty  lafs. 
Su.  Your  fcrvant,  fir. 
Sir  John.  Do  you  belong  to  this  houfe  ? 
Su.   Yes,  Sir. 

Sir  John.  Is  your  lady  ftirring  ? 
Su.  I  can't  tell,  fir ;  I  have  been  out  of  the  houfe  a 
long  while. 

Sir  John.  Will  you  enquire ;  and  if  me  is,  let  her 

know 
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know   I  am   impatient  to  have  the  honour  of  feeing 
her  ? 

Su.  Who  mufl  I  fay  you  are,  fir? 

Sir  John.  Sa>,  Sir  John  Lofty  is  come  to  wait  on, 
her? 

Su.  Oh  la  !  this  is  the  gentleman  me  is  going  to  be 
married  to.  This  is  fo  lucky  !  the  charmingeft  op 
portunity  to-  fend  it  round  to  my  lady. — Adod,  I'll 
venture.  (Jtjide)  I  make  bold  to  vvifh  you  much  joy^ 
fir  ;  I  will  let  my  lady  know  diredtly ;  me  is  goodnefs 
itfelf ;  you  will  be  vaftly  happy  with  her  :  Heaven  blefs 
you  both  together,  I  fay  '.--but  I'm  afraid — 'tis  a  great 
pity  to  be  fure — I  am  very  forry  for  it — but  'tis  not  her 
fault,  poor  lady, 

Sir  John.  Ha  !  what  does  the  wench  mean  ? 

Su.  Sir — I  fcorn  to  fpeak  ill  of  any  body  ;  but — if 
you  knew  all,  fir — 'tis  no  bufmefs  of  mine — your  fer- 
vant,  fir. 

Sir  John.  This  muft  mean  fomething  fure  I1— I'll  hu 
mour  it.  (Afide.)  Come  hither,  child,  and  tell  me 
what  is  the  matter  ?  here's  fomething  to  buy  you  a 
top-knot. 

Su.  Thank  you,  fir Why,  fir,  you  mult  know — 

but  you  won't  tell  ? 

Sir  John.  No,  no. 

Su.  My  lord  will  never  forgive  me, — if  he  foould 
know  that  I  told  any  body.  ; 

Sir  John.  He  mail  know  nothing  of  the  matter.  . 

Su.  For,  to  be  fure,  it  does  not  become  fervants  to 
be  tittle  tattling  of  their  mailers  and  miftrcnes  affairs, 
and  telling  the  fecrets  of  a  family  to  Grangers,  you 
know,  fir. 

Sir  John.  Well,  well ;  but  you  may  tell  it  to  me  ;  it 
feems  to  concern  me. 

Su.  It  does  indeed,  fir  ;  you  are  going  to  be  one  of 
the  family,  and  fo  there  can  be  no  harm  in  it. 

Sir  John.  Not  in  the  leaft,  let  me  know  what  it  is. 

Su.  And  fo  I  think  I  may  venture  to  tell  you ;  but  I 
would  not  willingly  do  a  wrong  thing  for  the  whole 
world. 

Sir  John.    Ccme,    come — keep    me    no    longer   in 
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Su.  You  mud  know,  fir;  that  my  lord  is  fallen  def- 
perately  in  love. 

Sir  John.   Pooh  !— is  that  all  / 

Su.  All,  fir  !  yes,  fir. 

Sir  John.  Wel'l,  and  who  is  the  lady  ? 

Su.  The  lady,  fir  !— Ay  ! — that's  the  cafe, She  is 

no  lady,  fir,  I  afltire  you. 

Sir  John.   What  is  (he  ? 

Su.  A  ftrange  girl,  that  was  brought  up  by  charity, 
fir  ;  and  nobody  can  tell  who  me  belongs  to. 

Sir  John.  Indeed  ! 

Su.  My  lady  took  her  into  the  houfe,  to  learn  to  be 
a  fervant ;  and  my  mailer  is  fallen  fo  defperaiely  in 
love  with  her,  that  I  verily  believe  he  intends  to  marry 
her,  fir. 

Sir  John.  How  !  to  marry  her  !     Is  that  poffible  ? 

Su.  I  affure  you  'tis  very  true,  fir. — I  think  I  mall 
be  even  with  him  now.  [Afidc. 

Sir  John.  But,  child,  how  mould  you  know  this  ? 

Su.  Sir,  I  heard  him  fay  fo  his  ownfelf. 

Sir  John.  Ay  ! — mould  it  prove  fo,  f  muft  confider 
well  before  I  take  his  filter  for  a  wife. 

Su.  I  am  fo  fure,  that  I  am  ready  to  take  my  Bible 
oath  of  it. 


Search  thro*  the  world,  Jir,  you  never  will  fn<f 

A  girl  more  difcreet,  or  to  truth  more  inclind: 

En-vy  and  malice,  I  boldly  defy 

7o  pro<ve  that  1  Jlander,  or  flatter y  or  lie. 

My  fimple  matter — hut  T II  fay  no  more, 

^That  wheedling  creature— r<ve  told  you  before* 

That's  all  I  fay, 

I  luijk  you  gocd  dayy 

For  I  cannot  Jl ay.  [Exit. 


Sir  Jvbn.  Strange !  that  people  mould  debafe  their  rank 
and  birth! — It  behoves  me  to  ufe  deliberation. — Though  I 
fincerely  love  lady  Lucy,  and  am  perfectly  fatisfied 
with  the  choice  I  have  made  ;  if  this  girl's  tale  be  true, 
fuch  an  alliance  will  bring  difgrace  upon  my  family. — 

Perhaps 
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Perhaps  'tis  not  too  late  to  prevent  it;  I  will  immedi 
ately  try;  and  endeavour  to  aft  with  a  dignity  becoming; 
a  defcendant  from  illuftrious  anceitars. 


and  beauty  mildly  reigning, 
Gently  footb  my  captive  heart  ; 

Rigid  honour  •,  both  difdaining, 
Fiercely  plays  a  tyrant's  part. 

Fondeft  love  we  may  confront, 
Or  bji  time,  or  abfence  ewe  ; 

Sacred  honour  in  the  foul, 
Should  unftain  d  thro*  life  endure.  [Exit*. 


SCENE      III. 

A  Saloon,  with  a  Prof  peel  tif  the  Garden. 

Enter  Lady  LUCY. 

L.  Luc.  How  agreeable  is  this  abode  of  peace  and- 
tranquility  I  how  infinitely  preferable  to  the  noife  and 
buftle  of  the  town.  Here  we  breathe  the  purest  air,  and 
enjoy  the  beauties  of  nature  in  perfection.  Yet  cannot 
I  be  happy,  while  the  objedl  of  my  love  is  abfent  ;  his 
prefence  would  brighten  every  pcofpeft,.  and  compleat 
my  joy.. 

Brtng>  ye  tedious  kcurs, 
*Thc  man  my  heart  adores, 

My  love-fick  foul  to  cheer  i 
Retired  from  po.np  and  noife, 
We'll  t^jls  the  tra?:quil  joys. 

Untainted y  flowing  here. 

Enter  FINET. 

Fin.  My  lady,  Sir  John  Lofty  is  come  to  wait  on  your 
ladyihip. 

L>  Lv*  Run,  fly;  tell  him  I  am  impatient  to  fee 
him, 

IV*' 
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Fin.  Ay,  to  be  fure  !  my  lady  is  in  a  great  hurry. 

[AJide  and  Exit* 

L.  Lu.  How  fweet  is  the  aflurance  of  a  reciprocal  af 
fection!  I  may,  truly,  think  my  lover's  heart  doth  per 
fectly  fympathizc  with  mine,  he  comes  fo  opportunely 
to  my  wilh. 

Ertcr  Sir  JOHN  and  FINET. 

Fin.  Pray  walk  in,  fir,  —  Blefs  me  !  how  can  a  man 
move  fo  flow  towards  his  bride  ? 

L.  L»c.   Good  morning  to  you,  fir  Joh*». 

•Sir  John.  Lady  Lucy,  your  fervant. 

L.  Luc.  Blefs  me!  are  you  not  well?  your  counte 
nance  has  lott  its  ufual  chearfulnefs. 

Fin.  Indeed,  I  think  fo  too  ;  he  looks  quite  ftupi- 
fied. 

/..  Luc.  Pray  inform  me,  what  is  it  affects  you  ? 

Sir  John.  I  am  to  afk  your  ladylhip's  pardon  ;— • 
ibmething  indeed  hangs  heavy  on  my  mind.  My  tem 
per  ought  to  be  known  to  you.  When  ftrong  fufpicion 
makes  my  heart  uneafy,  1  cannot,  I  would  not  wilh  to 
conceal  it;  bat  let  my  countenance  always  declare  my 
real  fcntimentj. 

Fin.  Have  I  liv'd  to  fee  one  fincere  man  !  To  be  fure 
he  is  a  prodigy.  [AJide. 

L.  Lu.  What  can  this  mean  ?  Sufpicions!  of  whom? 
pray  explain  yourfelf. 

Sir  John.  1  am  informed  your  brother  is  in  love  with 
a  low  bred  girl. 

L.  Lu.  My  brother  ! 

Sir  John.  'Nay,  more;  that  he  is  fo  extravagantly 
infatuated,  'tis  to  be  fear'd  he  will  difgrace  his  noble 
family,  by  marrying  her. 

L.  Lu.  Is  it  poTible  ?  who  is  me  ? 

Sir  John.  One  in  the  houfe,  whofe  parents  are  un 
known.  Is  there  not  fuch  a  perfon  ? 

L.  Lu.  There  is ;  yet  I  know  not  how  to  fufpeft  her 
of  an  indifcretiou — Are  you  well  informed? 

Sir  John.   I  think  I  am. 

L.  Lu.  1  hope  it  will  not  prove  fo  :  the  girl  haa  a 
prudence  uncommon  at  her  years ;  and  I  think  I  know 

my 


12      THE  ACCOMPLISHED  MAID. 

my  brother's  principles  too  well.  Yet,  fuppofing  he 
mould  imprudently  yield  to  the  force  of  an  unruly 
pafiion,  and  demean  himfelf  by  fo  unequal  a  match, 
would  his  actions  deprive  me  of  your  affections  ? 

Sir  John.  I  know  not— — the  queftion  is  too  nice— 
I  cannot  at  prefent  determine — allow  me  fome  time  to 
confider.  I  love  you  with  the  tendereft,  the  fincereft 
paffion  ;  I  doat  on  you  to  diffraction  ;  and  the  thought 
of  lofmg  you  is  infupportable.  Yet  I  ought  not  to 
bring  difgrace  on  my  family.  Endeavour,  before  it  is 
too  late,  to  prevent  this  misfortune ;  and  think  how 
ftrong  that  motive  mult  be,  which  can  tear  me  from 
you.  [Exif. 

L.  Lu.  Amazement  deprives  me  of  the  power  of 
fpeech. 

Fin.  Why,  my  lady,  this  agrees  exactly  with  a  thing 
that  Sufan  told  me  happened  in  the  garden,    this  morn 
ing.     My  lord  wanted  to  bribe  her  to  alfift  him. 
L.  Lu.  Indeed  ! 

Fin.  Notwithftanding  Fanny's  demure  looks,  in  your 
ladyfhip's  prefence,  I  believe  me  has  more  mifchief 
in  her  heart  than  we  are  aware  «f,  and  more  art  to 
difguife  it. 

L.  Lu.  Can  fuch  be  the  return  for  all  my  care  ! 
have  1  nurfed  a  ferpent  in  my  bofom,  to  fting  me 
in  the  tendereft  part !  mufl  I,  for  her,  lofe  the  man  I 
love  ! 

Fin.  There  is  feldom  any  good  comes  of  educating 
girls  above  their  ftation  in  life. 
L.  Lu.  Where  is  (he  ? 

Fin.  I  will  fend  her  to  you,  and  I  hope  your  lady- 
ihip  will  feverely  reprimand  the  forward  creature. 
I  hate  a  proud,  afaucyflirt, 

Who  flaunts  about  fo  gay  and  vain  : 
Shall  paltry  girls,  who  fprung  from  dirt, 
A  noble  lord prefume  to  gain  ? 

No  longer  noiv  among  girls  we  fee, 
Proportion  kept  in  due  degree, 
All  ape  the  airs  of  quality. 
The  lifp  of  the  tongue,  the  tottering  tread  ; 
The  fir  t  of  the  fan,  the  tofs  of  the  head; 
They  giggle,  and  ft  are  at,  whoever  they  meet, 
And  look  fo  affefted,  it  fads  on:  to  fit? t.          [Exit, 
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L.  Lu.  I'll  fend  the  girl  from  hence  immediately;  fhe 
fhall  be  reduced  to  her  original  flate  of  penury  and  want, 
to  mortify  her  pride  and  ambition.  To  avoid  a  rupture 
with  my  brother,  I  muft  flifle  my  anger  awhile.  Some 
excufe  muft  be  thought  of.  Here  ihe  comes. — How 
innocent  (he  looks !  The  artful  hypocrite  !  But  paflion 
would  demean  me  ;  for  the  fake  both  of  my  pride  and 
love,  prudence  mult  direct  at  prefent. 

Enter  FANNY. 

Fan.  In  obedience  to  your  ladyfhip's  commands. — 

L.  Lu.  Come  hither,  Fanny  !  I  hope  I  mall  always 
find  you  as  good  a  girl,  as  you  have  hitherto  proved, 
and  ready  to  oblige  me. 

Fan.  Your  lady  (hip  makes  me  blnfh  to  hear  you  fpeak 
fo  ;_my  fludy  and  delight  is  to  receive,  and  obey  your 
commands. 

L.  Lu.  Very  well.  In  return  for  your  good  beha 
viour,  I  would  not  willingly  omit  any  opportunity  that 
offers  for  your  advancement ;  I  have  none  in  my  own 
family  ;  but  my  filter  Laura  has  taken  a  great  liking  to 
you,  and  defired  me  to  fend  you  to  wait  upon  her  ;  I 
have  promifed  fo  to  do. 

Fan.  Alas  ! 

L.  Lu.  Why  don't  you  fpeak  ? 

Fan.  If  your  ladyihip  does  not  chufe  to  keep  me 
any  longer — I  am  forry  my  earneft  endeavours  to  pleafe 
are  not  acceptable — fmce  your  ladyfhip  does  not  approve 
my  fervices  •  • 

L.  Lu.  That  is  not  the  point.  I  only  part  with  you 
to  my  neareit  relation,  for  your  own  immediate  ad 
vantage. 

Fan.  You  arc  always  increafmg  my  gratitude  ;  but, 
if  your  ladyfliip  pleafes,  I  would  much  rather  continue 
under  your  protection,  than  reap  the  largeft  benefits 
elfewhere. 

L-  Lu.  Do  you  fay  this  from  affection  ? 

F^n.  Indeed  I  do,  I  folemly  avow  it. 

L.  Lu.  If  your  affection  for  me  does  not  confift  in 
profefiions  only,  fhew  the  fmcerity  of  it,  by  a  ready 
obedience. 

C  Fan. 
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•Fan.  I  humbly  beg  your  ladyfliip's  pardon — does  iny 
lord  know  ? 

L.  Lu.  'Tis  no  concern  of  his ;  go,  and  get  ready 
immediately. 

Fan.  I  will  obey  your  ladyfhip — but  mould  liis  lord- 
ihip 

,Z.  Lu.  Am  net  I  your  miftrefs  ?  Do  as  I  command. 

Fan.  You  are,  indeed,  my  honoured  miilrefs  and 
benefaclrefs  ;  yet  would  it  not  be  uncivil  to  go  — 

L.  Lu.  What  a  civil  lafs  you  arc  grown  !  but  no 
more  words :  at  your  peril  get  ready  this  inirant; 

Fan.  I  am  moil  unhappy  to  have  difobliged  your  la 
dyfhip.  (Weeps  and  is  going.) 

Enter  Lord  BELLMOUR. 

Z.  Sell.  Fanny  here  I  in  tears!  what  can  it  mean? 
Where  are  you  going?  You  look  difturbed,  filter! 
what  has  happened  ? 

Fan.  My  lord — her  ladyfhip  is  difpleafed  with  me  ; 
why,  I  know  not — I  am  not  confcious  of  any  offence. 

L.  Lu,  Dare  you  appeal  from  my  commands !— J3e 
.gone  this  inflant. 

Fan.  I  obey. 

See  a  poor ',  a  friendhfs  creature , 

Never  knew  a  parent's  car*  • 
*Tis  too  cruel  thus  to  treat  her, 

Ob  !  'tis  more  than  /  can.  tear. 
3~es,  my  lady,  I  will  .go, 
Since  you  pie  afe  to  have  it  Jo. 

'Tbo'  defer  ted,  helplefs,  poor, 
Tbo*  I  beg  from  door  to  door, 
Gracious  Heav'n  will  not  defert 
An  innocent,  an  honeft  heart.  [Exit. 

L.  Bell.  For  Heaven's  fake,  what  is  the  meaning  of 
all  this  ? 

L.  Lu.  Nothing,  but  that  my  fifler  has  defired  me  to 
fend  her  Fanny  ;  and  I  cannot  with  politenefs  refufe 
the  requeit ;  it  will  be  greatly  to  the  girl's  advantage  ; 

and. 
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and,  as  I  (hall  Toon  leave  .this  place,  there  is  no  proper 
employment  for  her  here. 

L.  Bell.  But,  my  dear  filler,  there  is  a  difficulty,  you 
perhaps  are  not  aware  of— Suppofe  I  don't  chufe  to 
part  with  her  / 

/,.  Lu.  No !  what  can  be  the  reafon  for  fo  abfurd — 

L.  Bell.  No  matter — here  ihe  mall  ilay. 

L.  Lu.  Have  you  confidered  what  the  world  will  fay  ? 

B.  Bell.  The  world  is  at  liberty  to  fay  whatever  it 
pleafes ;  I  defpLfc  its  cenfures  or  applaufe. 

L.  Lu.  Indeed — very  extraordinary^  this  ! — you  chufe 
a  very  uncommon  method  of  mewing  a  regard  for  your 
filler. 

L.  Bell.  I  have  ever  fhewn  you  the  tendered  regard,, 
and  fmcereft  affection  ;  as  my  fitter,  1  highly  cfteern  you  ; 
but,  remember,  lam,  and  will  be,  mailer  of  my  o*  n 
actions.  ,  [£xit. 

L.  Lu.  So  peremptory  !— Sir  John's  intelligence 
true  then  !  My  brother's  defagns  are  too  evident,  either 
to  ruin  the  girl,  or  marry  her.  But  it  mail  be  my  aim, 
by  every  means,  to  prevent  his  fuccefs  in  either  :  this 
obftacle  to  my  wilhes  mall  inftantly  be  removed — Mull 
my  views  of  happinefs  give  place  to  her's  ! — No  — 
feverely  mail  me  feel  the  vengeance  of  a  difnppointed 
woman. 

Come,  dire  revenge,  infpire  me, 

Thy  dreadful  force  employ  ; 
Pride  and  refentmtnt  fire  me, 

To  blaft  their  blooming  joy. 

Come  fury,  rage,  difdain, 

With  all  your  fatal  train  ; 

Ruin,  deft  ruff  ion,  Iff  them  prow, 

Ere  I  lofc  the  man  I  love.  [Exit, 


C  2  SCENE 
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SCENE        IV. 

A  Thicket,  with  a  View  of  the  Country. 

Enter  FINET  and  SUSAN. 

Fin.  You  are  fure  you  cannot  tell  where  Fanny  is 
gone  ? 

Su.  Indeed  I  can't ;  fhe  went  out  crying,  but  I  don't 
know  which  way;  however,  I  am  heartily  glad  her 
tricks  are  found  out  at  laft. 

Fin.  I  never  knew  thefe  upflart  favourites  come  to 
any  good  ;  her  mock-modefly  had  fo  far  gain'd  upon 
my  lady,  that  no  other  fervant  was  regarded  ;  and  no 
thing  was  rigjit,  forfcoth,  but  what  fhe  faid  and  did. 

Su.  I  wifh  fhe  was  an  hundred  miles  off,  with  all  my 
heart ;  (he  is  continually  followed  by  all  the  young  fel 
lows  hereabout. 

Fin.  I  can't  endure  fuch  forward  fluts  ! 

Su.  There's  Robin  the  gardener,  who  ufed  to  be 
very  fond  of  me,  has  quite  forfaken  me,  and  is  always 
dangling  afirr  her.  I  wonder  what  they  can  fee  in  her, 
for  my  part. 

Fin,  Men  .have  no  tafle,  now  a-days !— to  admire 
fuch  a  little  paltry  chit  !  that  nobody  knows. 

Su.  I  have  heard  fhe  was  found  quite  an  infant,  by 
the  road  fide  ? 

'Fin.  She  was  fo  ;.  and  I  wim  my  good  old  lady  had 
&nt  her  to  the  parifh  work-houfe  ;  fhe  would  not  then 
have  been  the  caufe  of  fo  much  mifchief,  and  fet  the 
family  in  an  uproar. 

Su.  To  be  fure  her  parents  mufl  be  thieves,  to  leave 
her  in  that  manner. 

Fin.  I  believe  fhe  is  feme  gipfy's  brat. — 

Su.  Hufh! — As  I  am  alive,  here  fhe  comes— let  us 
watch  her. 

Enter 
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Enter  FANNY. 
Q^UINTETTO. 

Fan.          Forlorn  I  wander,  fcorn'd,  rejefted, 
By  ev'ry  former  friend  neglettc  d  ; 
Where  e'er  I  go,  a  Ic'ad  I  tear 
Of  hcl  fiefs  life,  and  dark  defpair. 


Su.  1  Pray,  good  madam,  what  are  you  doing? 
Fin.  J  Pray,  dear  madam,  where  are  you  going? 
Fan.  Deareft  friends,  I  cannot  tell. 

Adieu  -farewell  — 

I  go  to  find,  a  fate  more  kind~ 

A  happier  deftiny, 

Heaven  has,  1  hope,  in  ft  ere  for  me.        [Going 
Su.    1       See  the  fruits  of  your  intrigues, 
Fin.  \      Get  you  gone  a  thoufand  leagues* 

Enter  ROBIN. 

Rob.         Stay,  my  dear  —Ah!  Fanny,  <why 
ou  from  your  true  love  fly  ? 


\ 


Fin.  7      Yes,   'tis  certain  Jhe  muft  go, 
Su.     J         *nd  her  train  of  lovers  too. 
Fan.          C-an you  fo  inhuman  bey 

To  infult  my  mifery  : 

Have  you  loft  all  charity  ? 

Su.    7      Wearejorry, (Sneering.) 

Fin.  j       Pray  excuje  the  liberty. 

Rob.          Come,  my  dear,  and  let  me  prove, 

(yTis  all  I  ajk)  afifter's  love. 
Fan.          Come  then,  Robin,  and  be  my  friend ; 

A  poor,  a  belplefs  girl  defend. 

Su.    7       Robin,  pray  take  her,  and  lead  her  away, 
Fin.  3       His  lordjhip,  no  doubt,  her  prottftor  will  pay— 

Go  on  foolijh  cully — 'for  what  do  you  ft  ay  ? 

Booby,  booby,  take  her  away. 
Rob.          Is  Jhe  my  lord's  ? 
Su.    7      Yes,  'tis  true  — 
Fin    J      The  dainty  bit  is  not  for  you, 

C  3   "  Rob. 
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Rob.          Stay  there,  flay  there,  ft  ay  where  you  are, 
Of  other  men1  s  girls  I II  take  no  care. 

Fan.          In  my  ruin,  all  things  join, 

All  the  world  'gainft  me  combine. 

Enter  Lord  BELLMOUR. 

JL.  Bel!.    IV ill  you  leave  me,  cruet  fair  ! 

Thus  abandon  d  to  defpair  ! 

Where  doft  thou  go  ?    Ah  !  tell  me  where  ? 
Su.    7       With  the  gard'ner,  fir,  we  guefs  ; 
Pin.  3       He's  the  happy,  happy  fwain  ; 

He  alone  her  heart  could  gain. 
L.  Bell.    With  Robin  ! 

Fin. 

L.  Bell.  Hence,  ungrateful  wretch,  be  gone  ! 

All  my  tender  thoughts  are  flown  ; 

Now  ycu' II  find,  when  'tis  too  late, 

Gentle  love  will  turn  to  hate. 
Fan.          What  will,  alas  !  become  of  me, 

Exposed  to  want  and  mifery  ? 
L.  Bell.    Go  to  thy  happy  fwain. 
Rob.          Go  to  my  lord  again. 

.  *    \       Charming,   charming  ;  bow  they  fnub  her  ! 
Fin.  J       7  wijh,  with  all  my  heart,  they'd  drub  her. 
Fan.         Hear,  my  lord— 
L.  Bell.    No',  get  ye  gone. 
Fan.          Hear  me,  you — 
Rob,          No-9  I  have  dene. 
Fan.          Hear  me,  friends,  for  charity. 
Su.    1       Wtre  veryforry.  ' 

Fin.f      Pardon  our  temerity.  [Sneering, 

Fan.          Do  you  then  no  pity  know? 

L.  Bell.  I  Go 

S  u .  I  None  to  you  will  pity  flew . 

Fin.         \With  one  lover  not  content, 
Rob.       J  Now  your  jilting  you'll  repent. 

Four     f  ^one  toy°u  will  pity  flew. 
Fan.         Gracious  heaven,  feme  pity  flew. 

END  OF  THE  FIRST  ACT. 


ACT        II. 
SCENE       I.      A  Wood. 

Enter  Lord  BELLMOUR. 

L.  Bell  VXTHERE  can  me  be  !  Oh  !  curfed  foolifli 
*  V  jealoufy  !  My  impetuous  temper  too  ha- 
ftily  took  fire  ;  like  a  mad  man,  -I  fpurned  her  from 
me,  and  now  find  her  innocent.  I  feel  I  cannot  live 
without  her ;  nor  will  I  reft,  till  I  h*ve  difcovered  her. 

Where  is  my  deareft  Fanny  gose  ! 
Where  is  the  lovely  ivand r^r  flown  ? 

How  could  my  ft ub born  heart , 

Attfuch  a  rigid  part  ? 
Barbarous  fate  !  fortune  fe-vere  ! 
Where  is  my  love  ?  Ah,  tell  me  where.       [Exit, 

SCENE     II.     Another  Part  of  the  Wood. 

Enter  Sir  John  LOFTY  and  FANNY,   guarded  by  fome 
armed  Men. 

Sir  John  Conduit  this  creature  carefully  to  town  : 
and  deliver  her  fafe  to  the  perfon  to  whom  this  letier  is 
directed. 

Fan.  Hear  me,  Sir,  in  pity. 

Sir  John.  Away  with  her  this  inflant,  and  your  re 
ward  lhall  equal  your  diligence.  [Exit. 

Fan.  Alas,  alas,  what  will  become  of  me  ?     [Exeunt. 

Enter 
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,     Enter  ROBIN. 

Rcb.  O  !  poor  dear  Fanny,  what  are  they  going  to 
do  with  her  ? — What  a  fool  was  I  to  believe  fiich  a 
ftory  !  I  muft  be  jealous  truly  !  and  fo  have  loft  her— 
Ay,  I  deferve  it.  I  will  follow  and  fee  what  becomes 
of  her,  tho'  I  die  for  it. 

— Here  are  feme  gentlemen  fhooting;  I  will  afk 
them  to  help  me  to  take  her  away  from  them.  [Enter 
fome  f port f men J\  Let  me  befeech  you,  good  gentlemen, 
to  have  companion  upon  an  innocent  girl,  and  fave  her 
from  villains ;  they  have  carried  away  my  poor  filler  ; 
and  I  am  afraid  they  will  murder  her. 

\ft  Sportf.  Which  way  are  they  gone  ? 

Rob.  By  that  tree. 

zd  Sportf  How  long  fince  ? 

Rcb.  This  moment,  they  are  hardly  out  of  fight; 
you  will  foon  overtake  them  ;  I'll  mew  you  !  [Exeunt* 

Fanny  and  her  guard  are  feen  at  the  farther  end  of  the 
Jtage.  [Enter  the  fportfmen.]  and  they  attack  them. 
Fanny  runs  to  the  front  of  the  ft  age  •  the  guards  are  beaten 
off,  and  one  of  them  drops  his  fword. 

Fan.  Robin  has  procured   my  liberty;  but  my  un 
kind  lord  has    cruelly  abandoned   me  to  diftrefs   and 
perfecution. 
1  Rcb.  My  dear  Fanny  ! 

Fan.  You  have  preferv'd  my  life. 

Rob.  May  I  now  hope  you  will  love  me  ? 

Fan  Give  me  time  to  recover  myfelf — I  am  greatly 
terrified. 

Rcb.  Come  home  with  me,  and  reft  yourfelf.— 
Gentlemen,  I  return  you  a  thoufand  thanks. 

jy?  Sportf.  Take  cafe  of  your  fifter  for  the  future, 

id  Sportf.  Where  do  you  live  I 

Rob.  At  Bellmour  Hall. 

ij}  Sportf.  Oh  !— Here's  my  lord. 

Enter  Lord  BELLMOUR.  . 

id  Sportf.  Your  lordihip's  moft  obedient. 

L.  Bell.  Gentlemen,  your  moft  humble  fervant 

Ha  !  Fanny  here  !  {Afide. 

\Jt  Sfcrtf, 


THE    ACCOMPLISH'D    MAID.       21 

i/  Sportf.  Docs  this  pretty  lafs  belong  to  your  lorcl- 
fhip? 

L.  Bell.  Yes,  fir— How  came  (he  here  ? 

•id  Spcrtf.  Some  men  were  forcing  her  away,  and  we 
have  prevented  them. 

L.  Edl.  \  am  much  obliged  to  you. 

\Ji  Sp'.rtf.  We  arc  glad  to  have  done  any  fervice  that 
is  acceptable  to  your  lordihip,  and  wiOi  you  a  good 
day. 

L.  Bill.  I  return  you  my  thanks— I  wifh  you  good 
fport. 

2d  Sport/.  You  feem  to  promife  yourfelf  fome,  or  I 

am  much  miilaken. [jJJide. 

[  Exeunt  fportfmen  * 

L.  Bell.  My  dear  girl,  how  happy  am  I  to  have 
found  you ;  come  with  me,  I  will  defend  you  againft 
all  future  attempts.  [Exit  with  Fanny. 

Rtb.  Oh  la!  oh  la!  Muft  I  bear  all  this?  He  has 
fnatch'd  the  precious  morfel  out  of  my  mouth,  when 
I  thought  I  was  quite  fure  of  it.  I  faved  her  from 
being  run  away  with  ;  and  when  I  had  fairly  courfed 
her  down,  comes  another,  and  fnaps  her  up. — What 
plaguy  ill  luck  ! — I  mail  go  mad  for  Vexation — I  am 
quite  defperate — I'll  go  hang  rnyfetf,  or  drown  myfelf 
— or —  no — I'll  kill  myfelf  with  this  fword  I  am  deter 
mined,  for  what  is  life  without  Fanny  ? 

Ob  !  my  Fanny i  thy  true  fwain, 

Will  for  thee  this  life  refegn 

But,   my  trembling  heart  fays  no  —  •  •  • 
Pray  for  bear  y  ah  !  don't  do  jo 
Rife  my  courage,  fear  dffy. 
No-iv  I  am  rejolv'd  to  die. 

[Going  to  ftab  himfelf. 

Enter  KREIGSMAN. 


Kreigf.    Hault! [Steps  hi?n.}     Der  divel !    Vat 

is  dis  ? 

Rob.  Pray,  fir,  let  me  alone  ;  1  am  a  defperate  man. 

Kreigf.  You  be  ein  coward,  ein  boldroon,  to  run 
dyfelf  drew  for  teflibair. — If  thou  vilt  tie  as  ein  clever 
oaefl  mans,  come  to  dee  vars,  and  tie  as  ein  foldier. 

Rob. 
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Rob.  Yes — captain, — I  will  go  along  with  you,  and 
turn  foldier,  'tis  the  only  way  to  forget  Fanny.. 

Kriegf.   Aw  !   Vat  is  dat  Fanny  ? 

Rob.  'Tis  a  very  pretty  young  girl,  that  I  am  in  love 
with— —and  I  have  loll  her. 

Kriegf.  Vat  I  Vil  dee  Englifh  mans  pee  in  tefhbair 
for  de  oomans  !  De  Germans  care  nichts  apout  'ern  : 
dey  vil  tie  in  de  vars  vid  onnor,  put  never  for  licht 
dryfels.  Come,  come  mit  me — dere  pe  oomans  enough, 
every  vere. 

Rob.   Pray,  fir,  who  are  you  ? 

Kreigf.  I  pe  ein  goot  foldier,  dat  ferve  mein  meneral, 
I  have  peen  in  England  pefore,  and  now  pecome  again 
to  fearch  for  ein  yoong  ferr. 

Rob.  I  don't  underfland  you  ;  but  be  what  you  will, 
I'll  go  along  with  you ;  I  can't  bear  to  ftay  here— it 
was  too  cruel  to  fnatch  her  away,  juft  when 

Kriegf.  Friend,  friend ;  tinck  nicht  more  of  dee 
oomans,  come  mit  me  to  de  vars,  and  don  malt  pfr 
happy  ;  in  de  camb,  dere  pe  all  kind  of  teverfions, 

Dere  pe  de  drumbets,  horns,  and  trums, 
Dere  pe  guittars,  and  dere  pe  fifes* 
And  dey  altogether  blay  ; 

De  re  the  nimpel  laJJ'es  comes, 
Singing,  t  anting,  night  and  fay. 

Ven  de  enemy  pe  <var, 
^rinka  vine  mit  jholly  pcys ; 

If  de  enemy  come  near, 
Den  pe  bujh,  and  make  no  noife 

Come  to  de  cambt  trive  Icvc  away  ; 

/'//  go  to  fight,  put  you  may  ft  ay  : 

^rink,  andjing,  andtance,  and  blay  j 

And  j>e  merry  night  andtay.  [Exeunt* 


S  C  E 
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SCENE       III.      A    Parlour. 

Enter  Lady  LUCY   and  Sir  JOHN   Lorrv. 

L.  Lu.  And  fo,  you  have  conveyed  the  troublefome 
girl  away  ? 

Sir  John.  I  hr.ve  fent  her  gunrded  to  town,  where 
fhe  will  be  clofcly  confined  ;  and  my  lord  fhall  never 
fee  her  mere. 

L.  Lit.  May  I  believe  you  are  now  futisficd  ? 

Sir  John.  Yes,  my  deareft  life,  I  am  quite  eafy  and 
happy. 

L.  Lu.  I  wifti  you  always  fo,  but  for  me— — 

Sir  John.  What  means  your  ladyfhip  ? 

L.  Lu.  I  fear  the  ficklenefs  of  your  temper;  I  mufl 
confefs  you  had  reafon  to  be  offended,  but  not  with  me. 
A  fincere  and  encouraged  lover,  mould  not  have  made 
any  action  of  my  brother's,  a  pretence  to  forfake  me. 

Sir  John  Forfake  you  !  I  never  had  the  leaft  in 
tention 

L.  Lu.  Youfurely  feem'd  to  threaten  it,  as  if 

Sir  John.  Forgive  me.  Paffiort  too  often  makes  us 
propofe  things  in  hafte,  which  in  our  cooler  moments 
we  find  impoflible  to  execute.  This  nice  trial  of  my 
heart,  has  only  convinced  me,  that  I  adore  you  with 
fincerity  and  vehemence,  which  will  triumph  over  every 
other  confideration. 

<Tho>  in  my  breaft  contending 

'Tumultuous  paffions  roll ; 
The  conflifi  here  is  ending  ; 

Love  has  pojfifs  d  my  foul.  [Exit. 

L.  Lu.  What  he  fays  is  reafonable ;  but  I  muft  be 
fully  fatisfied,  that  his  love  and  regard  for  me  is  free 
from  all  referve. 

Enter  F i  N  E  T   and  SUSAN,  talking  foftly  to  eatk  other. 

Su.  Well,  I  vow,  I  could  never  have  thought  of  fuch 
a  ftrange  thing  happening. 
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Fin.  I  don't  know  how  to  tell  it  to  my  lady,  it  will 
tie  very  difagreeable  to  her, 

Su.  We  may  tell  it  between  us. 

L.  Lu.  What  is  the  meaning  of  that  whifpering  ? 

Fin.  Madam,  does  your  ladyfhip  know  that  Fanny— 

L.  Lu.  Yes,  yes  ;  I  know  me  is  gone  from  hence. 

Fin.  But  fmce  that — do  you  tell  -the  reft.      [To  hufan. 

L.  Lu.  Has  anything  particular  happened? 

Su.  Yes,  and  pleafe  your  ladymip  ;  foon  after  me  was 
fent  away — I  have  begun,  now  'tis  your  turn.  [To  Fin* 

L.  Lu.  Why  do  you  hefitate  ?  Speak  out. 

Fin    Your  ladyfhip  muft  know 

L.  Lu.  What  mufti  know? 

Fin.  That  me  is  come  back  again. 

L.  Lu.  How  !   Come  back  again  ? 

&u.  Yes,  my  lady. 

L.  Lu.  Come  back  again! Why? — Thro'  what 

means  ? Where  is  me  .? 

Su.  My  lord  has  lock'd  her  up. 

L.  Lu.  Is  it  poffible,  Sir  John  would  deceive  me  ?  Or 
has  my  head-ftrong  brother  ufed  fome  violence  ? 

Fin.  I  wiih  they  don't  both  deceive  you. 

L.  Lu.  Run  you,  and  find  out  Sir  John  ;  tell  him  I 
wilh  to  fpeak  with  him  this  inilant.  [To  Fin. 

Fin.  Yes,  my  lady, 

L.  Lu.  Go  you  to  my  brother,  and  tell  him,  I  defire 
the  favour  of  feeing  him  direclly.  [To  tufan. 

Sif.  I'll  go  this  minute. 

L.  Lu.  Yet  flay — come  back  again — I  have  not  yet 
determined  what  I  mail  fay,  I  mud  confider — firft  let 
me  know  what  Fanny  is  doing ;  from  thence  I  may 
form  fome  judgment  how  to  proceed. 

Fin.  We  are  gone,    madam— Come  along. 

[Exeunt  loth. 

L.  Lu.  Be  quick,  and  bring  me  word  here  ;  that 
done,  it  will  be  time  enough  to  go  to  Sir  John,  and  my 
brother.  What  can  I  determine  ?  How  mail  I  act  ? 
That  it  mould  be  in  the  power  of  fuch  a  creature,  to 
give  vexation  to  a  heart  like  mine  ! 


Re -enter 
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Re-enter  FINET. 
DUETTO. 

Fin.  Thro*  the  key  bole  I  'was  peeping, 

There  I  faw  the  girl  a  weeping ; 
Firjl  jhe  rav'd,  and  then  look" d  fad t 
1  believe  Jbe's  gone  Jlark  mad.  [Exit. 

Re-enter  SUSAN. 

Su.  Round  the  room,  I  /aw  her  walking, 

Wringing  thus  her  hands  and  talking ; 
Then  foe*  d  flop ,  and  wildly  ft  are, 
Like  a  creature  in  defpair.  [Exit* 

Re-enter  FINET. 

Fin.  Look,  I  fee  his  lordjhip  come, 

He  is  haft'ning  to  the  room  ; 
Some  glad  ty  dings  fur e  he  bearst 
That  will  dry  his  favorite1  s  tears . 

Re-enter  SUSAN. 

Su.  Vbo*  I  met  my  lord juft  no<w, 

1  'et  I  could  not  fpeak,  I  vow  ; 
Nor  have  I  the  mej/age  told,- 
He  might  think  I  was  too  bold. 

Fin.  See  Fanny* s  coming  out  !    •<     • 

Where  can  Jhe  be  roving  ? 

Su.  His  lordjhip  follows  quick y- 

Thfyfeem  very  loving,, 

Both.         yTis  an  intricate  affair,  1 

We  had  had  better  to  declare,  >      [Afidc. 

We* II  have  nothing  more  to  do.  j 

hladam,  iue  are  forced  to  oivn,  "  > 

^bere  is  nothing  can  be  done,  *>• 

PUafi  to  give  us  leave  to  go*  .)  [Exeunt. 

D  Z,  Lu. 
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L.  Lu.  Perplexing  beyond  meafure  !  I  vvifh  to  avoid 
diibbliging  my  brother  —  fome  expedient  mufl  be  de- 
vifed  —  1  will  Tee  Sir  John,  and  afk  his  counfel  ;  he  will 
not  furely  forfake  me,  after  the  folemn  vows  and  pro- 
-tellations  he  has  fo  repeatedly  made. 


his  foul  difciains 
All  faljhoody  fraud  and  art  ; 
Strick  honour  nobly  reigns, 

^Triumphant  in  his  heart.  [Exit. 

.SCENE     IV.         A  Chamber. 
Lord  BELLMOUR,  and  FANNY,  difcovered. 

•Fan.  My  lord,  I  humbly  beg  permiffion  to  go. 
L.  Bell.  Where? 

Fan.  To  throw  myfelf  at  my  lady's  feet,  and  implore 
her  forgivenefs  for  the  confufion  and  uneafmefs  which 
1  have  innocently  occafioned. 

L.  Bell.  You  mail  not  do  it,  --  her  prefent  warmth 
of  temper,  may  influence  her  to  treat  you  in  fuch  a 
manner,  as  her  cooler  reafon  would,  I  am  confident, 
difdain. 

Fan.  Yet  furely,  my  lord,  1  ought  to  try  :  if  ihe 
infills  upon  my  going,  I  cannot  flay  :  as  her  fervant, 
'tis  my  duty  to  obey. 

L.  Bell.  My  dear  Fanny,  you  are  very  good. 
Fan.  Pardon  me,  my  lord,  I  fear  I  do  not  merit  your 
praife,  or  I  fhould  have  gone,  without  hefitation,  to 
Lady  Laura  ;  and  (altho'  her  fevere  temper  terrifies 
me)  mould  not  have  caufed  fuch  diflurbance  in  a 
family,  where  I  lay  under  the  higheft  obligations. 

L.  Bell.  'Tis  but  a  momentary  florm,  raifed  by  an 
exceptious  and  a  hafly  lover's  breath. 

Fan.  That  alone  is  a  fumcient  reafon  for  my  going  ; 
ought  I  to  interrupt  the  happinefs  of  my  benefactrefs  ? 
I  own  myfelf  wrong,  I  have  acled  in  a  very  unbecoming 
manner  ;  but  will  inflantly  make  all  the  reparation  in 
jny  power. 

L.  Bell.  Come,  come,  no  more  of  this  ;  my  filler  is 
out  of  the  quellion  ;  ihe  is  very  foon  going  j  you  mail 
ftay  and  command  here. 
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Fan.  My  lord! - 

L.  Bell.  Say  you  will  love  me;  I  will  place  you 
above  the  reach  of  malice  or  reproach  :  my  whole  for 
tune  (hall  be  at  your  difpofal. 

Fan.  For  goodnefs  fake,  my  lord,  no  more. 

L.  Bell.  Come,  my  charmer,  fry  you  will  confent, 
and  feal  it  with  a  kifs. 

Fan.  Pray,  my  lord,  forbear,  left  I  forget  the  refpect 
due  to  you. 

L.  Bell.  Equipage  and  fplendor  fhall  attend  you. 

Fat:.  I  difdain  them.  Tho'  poor  and  friendlefs,.  I 
will  not  purchafe  grandeur  with  infamy. 

L.  Bell.  'Tis  in  vain  to  deny  me— -"you  mull 
you  muft 

Fan.  If  you  perfift,  I  will  fly  from  you,'  and  fhun 
you  as  my  preateft  enemy. 

L.  Bell.  I'll  follow  you  thro*  the  world. 

Fan.  For  pity's  fake,  let  me  alone— good  Heaven 
protect  me  ! 

OJF,  my  lord \  pray  forbear,  let  me  go, 
Thefc  are  freedoms  no  maid  muft  allo-iu* 
Too  fever e,  too  fever e  is  the  f mart, 
And  the  anguijh  that  rends  my  poor  be  art. 

Unhappy  me,   by  ills  inclosed; 

To  ev'ry  infult  thus  exposed. 
No,  my  krdy  to  virtue  true, 

All  due  rcfpeft  Pll  fljo<w. 
VI' hat  honour  dictates  ftill  purfuc, 

Away— unhand  me — let  me  go.  [Exit. 

L.  Belt.'  How  cowardly  is  vice  !  Thh  girl's'  fuperior 
virtue  appears  with  a  dignity,  that  makes  me  defpicablft 
to  myfelf.  How  charming  was  her  honed  indignation  ! 
Had  [  found  her  eafy  and  complying,  flie  might  have 
gratified  my  paifion,  but  could  not  have  raifed  my  ad 
miration  !  Tyrant  cullom  !  That  denies  her  virtue  the 
reward  I  would  joyfully  beftow  !  Yet,  to  marry  a  wo 
man,  whom  the  world  would  treat  with  contempt 

No,  no, — it  muft  not  be — I  cannot  bear  the  thought— 
fhe  (hall  go  to  my  filter,  and  I  will  go  to  town ;  in  the 
variety  of  amufements,  I  hope  I  fhall  foon  forget  her; 
D  2  ihe  ' 
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/he  will  be  properly  fituated — and  I  fhall— I'll  think  no 
more;  but  give  orders  for  my  journey— and  make  my 
lifter  and  her  lover  eafy,  by  this  conqueft  over'  my 
inclinations.  [Ex'.t. 

SCENE     T.     A  Court-yard  before  Lord  Bellmcur's 
Houfe. 

Enter  K.REIGSMAN. 

Kreigf.  Aw  !  dis  is  de  blace.        [Knocks  at  the  gate. 
Enter  a  Servant. 

Whofe  houfe  is  dis  ! 
Serv.   Sir  ! 

Kreigf.  Who  is  de  maifter  of  dis  houfe  ? 
Serv.  Lord  Bellmour,   Sir. 

Kreigf>   Aw  !  Tas  is  right ;  I  vou'd  fpeak  mit  him, 
Serv.  1  will  let  him  know— my  lord  is  coming  this 
way.  [Exit. 

Enter  Lord  BELLMOUR. 

Kreigf.  Are  you  de  maifhter  of  dis  houfe,  mein  herr  ? 

L.  Bell.  Sir,  the  houfe  is  mine. 

Kreigf.  I  vou'd  (bake  mit  you. 

L.  Bell.  I  am  at  your  fervice. 

Kreigf.  How  long  have  you  peen  the  maifhter  of  it? 
L.  Bell.  I  inherited  it  of  my  father;  it  has  been  in 
my  family  many  ages. 

Kreigf.  Aw  !  Tas  is  good,  I  have  peen  in  dis  con- 
dry  before,  and  den  der  vas  loofe— — — — 

'L-  Bell.  Stay;  fir,  before  you  proceed,  I  muft  defire 
to  know,  why  you  afk  thefe  queftkms,  and  by  whom 
C-ommifiioned  ? 

Kreigf.  Py  mein  badron. 

L.  Bell.  Who  is  your  patron  ?. 

Kreigf.  Ein,  who  ift  not  afraid  or  afhamed  to  pe 
known  to  all  de  lords  in  the  vorld — He  is  general  of  de 
cavalry,  and  ein  paron, 

L*  Bell,  Very  well — now  proceed, 

K,*gf. 
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Kreigf.  Mein  herr — dervas — fday  —  how  long  ?  Aw! 
de  many  years  halt — der  vas — aw  der  devil — ais  great 
blague  to  dc  Germans  to  mbake  your  Englifh  ;  dake 
defe  babers  mein  herr,  deywill  dalle  blainer  I  pelieve 
dan  me.  (Lord  Bell n.  .-them.}  Aw!  I  pring 

mein  fhcneral  Tome  good  new.^   he  will  brefer  me  in  de 
army,  and  I  might  come  to  pe  ein  meneral. 

L.  Bell.  What  do  I  fee? — and  yet  it  cannot  be — my 
fond  hopes  but  miflcad  me— the  time  feems  to  cor- 

refpond  ;  but  then  the   name — 'Tis  worth  enquiry, 

however:  if  you  will  follow  me,  monfieur  - 

Kreigf.  Der  divel !   Me  monfieur  !  I  -pe  ein  German 

— I  pe  nicht  monfieur — you  muft  call  me  herr never 

you  ein  German  monfieur. 

L.  Bell.  Well  then,  heir!  Go  with  :  me  into  the 
houfe ;  I  will  fend  for  a  perfon,  who  can  better  fatisfy 
your  enquiries  than  myfelf. 

Kreigf.  Aw  !   Fat  berfon  ? 

L.  Bell.  One  that  remembers  every  tranfaclion  in 
this  family,  for  more  than  double  the  time  your  letter* 
mention  ;  an  elderly  woman. 

Kreigf.  Eiivold  oomans  ? 

L.  Bdl.   Ouy,  monfieur. 

Kreigf.  Der  devil  !  Ich  nicht  monfieuV. 

L.  Bell.  I  beg  your  pardon — but  this  woman    •    - 

Kreigf  De  old  oomans  nicht  do  mein  badron's  buii- 
nefs — I  vant  de  young  ferr. 

L.  Bell'  There  is  a  young  one  too  who  may  perhaps 
— Fond  bufy  hopes  prefs  not  too  far  ! 

Kreigf.  De  young  one — aw  !  Dat  vill  be  goot  • 

£.  Bell.  Come,  follow  me. 

Kreigf.  Hark  you  friend have  you  good  rhine  fine 

in  the  houfe  ? 

L.  Bell.   Yes,  plenty. 

Kreigf.  Aw  !  'fas  is  right,  to  trinka  de  rhine  fine  pe 
ferry  goot  for  de  healt. 

L..Bcll.  You  (hall  have  as  rnach  as  you  pleafe. 

Kreigf  Hark  you,  friend,  is  de  young  ferr  hanfum? 

L.  Bell.  Handibme! 


D  3  Corns 
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Come  and  fee  the  lovely  creature, 
My  delight,  and  pride  of  nature  ! 
Sparkling  eyes,  to  blifs  inviting, 
Ev'ry  glance  the  heart  delighting. 
None  with  her  we  can  compare, 
She  is  the  fair  eft  of  the  fair. 
Ah  !  come  in,  cotne  in  monjieur       •  •• 
No,  me  in  herr — excufe  the  word, 
.  Let's  befriends,  put  up  your  ftvord , 

^Trinka  vine,  be  blyth  and  gay, 
Sing,  and  drive  old  care  away.  [Exeunt. 

S  C  E  N  E     VI.         A  Grove. 

Enter  FANNY. 

To  .whom  can  I  fly  ?  Or  who  will  now  a/lift  me  ? 
From  birth  I  have  been  the  fport  of  fortune  :  O  !  When 
will  it  deiift  from  perfecuting  me  ?—  Among  all  its  cruel 
ties,  the  bafe  defigns  of  my  lord,  wound  me  the  fevereft. 
{Sighs.}  Ungenerous  man  !  to  feek  the  ruin  of  a  de- 
fencelefs  orphan  ! — I  am  weary  and  can  go  no  farther. 
I  will  reft  a-while  under  the  ihadow  of  thcfe  trees— Did 
but  I  know  my  parents,  I  might  fly  to  their  protection  ; 
they  would  correct  my  unexperienced  youth,  if  it  has 
erred — But,  ah!  that  happinefs  is  denied,  and  I  am 
cuite  deftitute.  My  ey?s  grow  heavy  ;  I  will  indulge 
tie  call  of  friendly  fleep,  to  eafe  my  agitated  mind  ; 
and  may  the  guardian  powers  of  innocence  protect  me. 

C-ome,  balmy  Jleep,  relieve  my  woes,  "*) 
In  thy  f oft  bands,  my  eye-lids  clofe  ;  )* 
70  my  breafl  bring  f  oft  repofe.  J  [Sleeps. 

Enter  KREIGSMAN,  and  Lord  BELLMOUR'S  Servant. 

Serv.  This  was  the  way,  my  lord  was  informed,  me 
went — if  we  could  but  find  her. 

Kreigf.  Aw !  And  if  ftie  broves  to  pe  de  oomans  I 
fant,  I  fill  have  de  bleafure  to  kill  mein  badron  mit  ihoy. 

Serv.  Let  us  look  farther  on^— • 
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Kreigf.  Aw  !   Who  is  dis  ?  [Seeing  Fanny. 

Ser<v.  *Tis  her,  and  a/leep — the  very  perlon  we  were 
looking  for— Will  you  plcafe,  fir,  to  itay  here,  and 
watch  her,  while  I  go  and  acquaint  my  lord  ?  [Exit. 

Kreigf.  Yaw,  yaw,  Aw!  Mein fchatz. 

Fan.   (Dreaming)   Sa<vc  me ,  fa<ve  me,   dear  papa  ! 

Kreigf.  Ich  believe  fhe  call  me— no — me  is  mleeben. 
Aw  !  ihleeben  on,  mein  fchatx. 

Fan.   (Dreaming}      Come,  and  embrace  your  child. 

Kreigf.  Aw  !  I  fill  emprace  in  it  dee. 

Enter  FINET  and  SUSAN  :  they  ftand  obfewing  KREIGS- 

MAN. 

Kreigf.  She  is  fery  hanfum  ! 

Fan*  (Dreaming}      Save  ycur  hclphfs  child. 

Kreigf.  I  pe  ein  happy  German  !— I  feel — I  n-icht 
tell  fat  is  de  matter  mit  me. 

Fan.   (Dreaming)     Dear  papa,  in  pity  come — 

Kreigf.  Dee  boor  \\\.\\fycungferrjlai:pen,  and  call  for 
her  baba  ! — 

Fin.   So,  fo,  fine  doings,  truly  \ 

Su.  Well  done,  foldier. 

Fin.  How  came  you  here  ? 

Kreigf  Oomuns,  fat  do  you  fant  here  ? 

Su.  He's  a  man  of  tafte. 

Kreigf.  Oomans,  pekawn — 

Fan.  (Waking)  Where  am  I  ? — what  man  is  that  ? 

Q^UINTETTO. 

Fin.  7     Madam,  <vje  have  fcen  It  c.U, 

Su.  j       As  upon  tbs  bank  you  lay, 

With  a  foldier  ft  cut  and  tall, 

Ton  divert  the  hours  a<way. 
Fan.  Do  I  dream  !    How  cams  I  here  ? 

What's  the  matter  ?   What  d'ye  fay  ? 

Ah  !  'will  fate  be  ft  ill  f were  ! 
Kreigf.         Dis  young  ferr  pelong  to  me,  [To  Fin. 

Get  you  gone,  afvay,  c!f<v&$  j  [and  Su. 

/  mit  her  alone  Jiljht ay — 

From  mein  badrtn  I  pe  come,  [To  Fan* 

For  to  pring you  jhafely  home, 

Fap. 
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Fan.  Pray  who  are  you,  Jir  ? 

Kreigf.          Vm  a  foldier — 

£     Tour  dear  lover* 
Kreigf,        I  pe  fent  to •-  • 

F!;..          1     -v- 

Q  >     J  es,   we  faw  vox. 

OU.  J  J  •* 

Kreigf.         Let  ?ne  Jhbake — meln  Jheneral-* 

Fin.        / 

g  f    Wb  carft  believe  you. 

Kreigf.         He  did  fend  me — 
>    •//  is  not  true. 

Oil , 

Kreigf         Here  to  find — 

Fin.         ) 

gu  >    fie  don't  know  what  to  fay. 

Kreigf,         Blague  confound  you,  get  you  fvay. 
Fan.  -/  don't  know). 

gu^'  >    But  we  know  it  well. 
Fan.  /  was  jl eg  ping— 

g  u  \    -And  can  you  deny  ? 
Fan .  /  know?  nothing  — 

Fin-       t    r        ;   »      ;/     / 
gu  >     Lome,  dent  tell  a  he. 

Kreigf.  Blague  confound  you.,  get  you  afay. 

1  Saucyfellow,fcurvy  knave!    '         [To  him. 

J  My  lordjhdtt  know  how  you  behave.   [To  her. 
Fan.         i      (  '4r*d  in  con/ clous  innocence ', 

J       I  /  defpife  your  infolence. 
Kreigf.    1      )  Oomans>   ocmans,  get  ye  hence  >, 

j      (.  Curfeyour  rude  inbertincnce. 

Enter  Lord  BELLMOUR. 

L.  Bell.       db!  my  charmer,  ccme  with  me, 

Come,  and  t aft e  felicity  ; 

Ev'ryfear  and  doubt  Jhall  ceafe, 

Wry  hour  bring  joy  and  peace, 
Fan,  Q  !  my  krd—> 

Fm, 
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1    That  confident  huffy  — 
Kreigf.         Ich  fas  here  — 
o      *         >     Carejfing  his  doxy. 

•Fan.  /  know  nothing- 

Kin          1 

•         OZ.   *       ^*   77  "7  ^* 

Su.          J  ^ 

Kreigf.       ^iv  /  boor  greature* 

>    T'^O'  were  embracing  — 

Fan. 
Kreigf. 


|        "  not  trugy  'f*s  not 


Fin.  Sir  'tis  true  —  'twas  juft  fo  — 

Su.  j  Thafs  her  fatfrite  lo-vct1  nvw* 

L.  Bell.  Embracing  ! 

Su.  Thus,  my  lord.  * 

L.  Bell.  He  her  /over  P 

Fin.  'Pfn  my  word. 

Su.  Punijh  her,  Jir  — 

Fin.  And  fend  her  aivap* 

Fan.        ~) 

T7* 

>  A^w  ^V  mufing  !—<ujhct  will  he  fay  ? 

Kreigf    J  [Afide. 

L.  BeJJ.       Lovely  creature,  no  more  languijh  ;,    [To  Fan» 

(Foolijh  girls,  I  fent  him  here  : 

Goy  and  no  mere  interfere.) 

I  am  come  to  heal  your  anguijh  ;          [^0  Fan. 

Stop  !  ah  !  ftcp  that  farting  tear, 

g     "         {•    Sure  he's  crazy  ! 

Kreigf.        D  at  is  f  el. 
Fan.  Send  this  foldier,  Jir,  away. 

L.  Bell.       He  hath  Jome  good  news  to  tell. 
A<?,  my  charmer,  he  muftjlay. 

Fan.        1     Much  good  maft  do  you,  noble  fif  :    [ToL.  B. 
Su.  \    Much  good  may  '/  do  you,  blufterer*      [To  KT. 

K  '  Cf*   I  ^nf°^ent  wenches,  hence,  and  leave  us. 


not  to 

L.  Bel!, 
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L.  Bell.  Give  him  your  hand~—  [To  Fanny. 

Fan.  No,   no,   away. 

L.  Bell.  JCTis  my  command,  you  muft  obey 

\  Part  them,  fir,  fee  'what  they  do.      [To  L,  B. 

L.  Bell.  [  Saucy  wenches,  hence,  begone, 

Kreigf.   j  Learn  a  due  refpeS  to  Jhefw. 

I  Let  us  leave  them,  come  along* 


Fin. 
Su. 

Fan. 

L.  Bell. 

Kreigf,  J 


"T'is  provoking,  can  it  he  ? 
Well,  be' II  heartily  repent. 
Muft  I  know  more  inifery  ! 
Hri!l  ftern  fortune  nier  relent 
Come  my  deareft,  you  Jhall  fee 
Pleajure,  joy,  and  true  content. 


END  OF  THE  SECOND  ACT* 


ACT        III. 

SCENE     I.     A.  Parlour. 
Enter  Lady  Lucy,  Sir.  JOHN  and  FINET. 

L.  Lu,  TS  this  poffible? 

Fin.  A  Indeed,  my  lady,  itwasjuftasl  tell  you. 
It  would  make  one  die  with  laughing,  to  think  that  my 
lord  mould  pretend  to  be  fo  much  in  love  with  Fanny, 
and  then  leave  her  with  a  foreign  foldier. 

Sir  John.  Surely  his  love  cannot  be  fo  violent,  as  we 
imagined. 

Fin.  A  girl  in  low  circumftances,  with  a  pretty  face, 
is  fure  to  be  mark'd  out  by  intriguing  men  as  a  victim 
to  ruin* 

0  Sir 
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Sir  John.  Who  can  this  foldicr  be  ? 

Fin.  1  don't  know.  My  lord  and  he  Teem  to  under 
hand  one  another  very  well. 

L~  Lu.  I  fuppofe  my  brother  has  properly  considered 
the  affair,  and  provided  a  hiifband  for  her. 

Sir  John.  The  more  I  think  of  it,  the  more  extra 
ordinary  it  appears  in  every  circumftance. 

Fin.  I  take  it  to  be  To  common  a  caie,  that  I  am  not 
in  the  leatt  furprizcd  at  iu. 

"  Some  men  with  artful  prai/e, 

To  girls  will  Jigh  and  whine  ; 
And  vain  ideas  raij'e, 
Toferve  a  bafe  dejign. 

The  fatter'  d  lafs, 

Conjults  her  glafs, 
And  on  the  objett  dwells  : 
Sees  all  her  beauties  blooming^ 

Fantaflic  airs  ajjuming  ! 
And  growing  more  prejurning, 

Cries,  Tes,  'tis  truth  he  tells. 


Seduc'd  by  wheedling  an 
Ifjhe  prove  kind  and  comply  ing, 

How  foon  the  delufion  appears  !  • 

Thefubtle  deceiver, 
In  triumph  will  leave  her, 
Nor  heed  her  reproaches  and  tears. 

Young  maids  in  time  take  warning, 
Such  fly  dsiuders  fcorning  ; 

Fi  cm  flatterers  turn  your  ear, 

Dijda:n  their  tales  to  hear, 
They  never  y  never  prove  fencere"     [Exit. 

L.  Lu.  I  believe  my   governefs  judges  very  right  ; 
what  is  your  opinion,  Sir  John  ? 

Sir  John.  Tho*  it  may  in  general  be  too  true,  yet  I 
could  name  a  very  itrong  prooVof  the  contrary. 

L.  Lu.  No   doubt  —  you  are  fincerity  and  confiancy 
itfelfr 

Enter 
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Enter  a  SERVANT,  with  a  letter. 

Serv.  For  your  ladyfliip.  [Exit. 

L.  Lu.  'Tis   my  brother's   hand,"  will  you  give   me 

leave,  Sir  John  ? — I  fee  your  name  in  the  iirll  line,  ib 

beg  you  will  read  it. 

Sir  John.  (Reads.)  "  Let  my  fitter's,  and  Sir  John's 
happinefs  be  no  longer  delayed  by  fcrupulous  fears 
for  my  honour  and  conducl.  Fanny  is  no  longer  a 
fervant  in  this  houfe,  but  is  otherwife  provided  for. 
My  affections  are  plac'd  on  a  baronefs,  the  daughter  of 
an  eminent  general ;  a  wpman  of  honour  and  fortune. 
I  mall  foon  introduce  her  ;  and  intend  to  compleat 
the  ceremony  this  day :  if  my  friend's  happinefs 
may  be  confirmed  at  the  fame  time,  it  will  double 

"  that  of 

"  Your  affectionate  Brother, 

"  BELLMOUR." 

Sir  John.  Bleft  fortune  !  May  we  rely  on  this  ? 

L.  Lu.  You  may — I  know  my  brother's  honour ;  he 
will  not  falfify  his  word. 

Sir  John.  Then  every  obftacle  is  remov'd,  and  I  am 
truly  happy.  Let  us,  my  deareft  love,  prepare  for  the 
folemn  union  ;  and  put  it  out  of  the  power  of  chance 
to  difturb  our  felicity. 

Doubts  and  fears  are  gone ', 

But  f-wcet  content  remains ; 
Scrtyw  afway  is  flown^ 
!  And  love  triumphant  reigns. 

In  thy  fdft  fmiles,  my  fair, 

In  thofe  confenting  eyes, 
I  fee  the  end  of  care, 

And  pledge  of  future  joys.  [Exit. 

L.  Lu..trTis  a  happinefs,  beyond  expectation,  to 
have  thefe  alarming  fears  ib  foon  vanifh :  1  could  not 
have  imagined,  my  brother  would  thus  eafily  have 

comjuer'd 
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oonquei'd  his  attachment.     But  who  can  this  baroneff 
be? 

Enter  SUSAN. 

Stt.  Madam,  has  your  ladyfhip  heard  the  news  ? 

L.  La.  What  news  ? 

Su.  That  my  lord  is  going  to  bs  married  to  Fanny  I 

L.  Lu.  Pthaw  !  Foolilh  !  Why  do  you  think  fo  / 

Su.  Becaufe  I  was  jull  now  told,  he  has  ordered  the 
Howard  to  get  every  thing  ready  for  a  wedding,  as  faft 
as  poiiib'c 

L.  Lu.  I  know  it — It  is  for  mine. 

Su.  Indeed,  I  was  told  for  certahi,  that  he  ordered 
it  for  his  own. 

L.  Lu.  Tkat  may  be  too  ;  for  he  is  to  be  married  to 
a  lady  of  quality. 

S:t.  La,  madam  !  How  can  that  be,  when  — 

L.  Lu.  Pr'ythee  never  trouble  thy  inquifitive  braijj 
how  it  comes  about ;  be  fatisfied  that  it  is  fo. 

Su.   And  Fanny  — 

L.  Lu.  Is  otherwife  difpofed  of — begone — I  defire 
to  be  entertained  no  further,  at  prefcnt,  either  with  her 
or  you. 

Su.  But,  madam— 

L.  Lu.  No  more,  I  fay,  but  vanifli — I  will  not  fuffer 
the  fmalleft  doubt,  to  cloud  the  ferene  proffecVof  my 
prefent  happinefs. 

Soothing  hopes  excite  mey 
Happy  hours  invite  m^ 

'To  banijh  e-it'ry  fe&P  : 
See  lo<ve  and  joy  attending, 
Our  conftant  hearts  befriending, 

A  fiveet  reward  prepare.  [Exit. 

Su.  So,  Mifs  Fanny !  Your  high  airs  will  be  pulPd 
down  at  laft  ;  my  lord  has  no  farther  occafion  for  you* 
I  am  glad  of  it — I  thought  how  matters  were  going, 


when  I  faw  my  lord  ib  intimate  with  the  ftrange  foldier. 
I  would  fain  fee  her  once  again  methinks ;  I  fuppofe  I 
ihall  find  her  hankering  about  my  lord's  drefling-room — • 
It  would  be  rude,  not  to  bid  the  lady  good  bye — Yes— 
This  js  generally  tke  end  of  all  fuch  conceited  things, 
E  as 
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as  have  a  better  opinion  of  themfelves,  than  any  body 
elfe  has  !  —  A  faucy  minx,  to  pretend  to  fet  herfelf  up 
above  me,  and  iteal  every  girl's  fweetheart  in  the  parifli  ! 
•Oh  !  here's  Robin  ;  fhe  inveigled  him  too :  now  fhe's 
fent  packing,  his  dainty  chops  may  come  fimpcring  to 
me  again — and  if  he  does  — but  hold — I'll  make  no  rai-h 
refolutions,  for  fear  of  the  woril. 

Enter  ROBIN. 

Reb.  Sufan,  is  this  true  that  I  have  heard  ? 

Su.  And  pray  what  is  it  you  may  have  heard  ? 

Rob.  Why,  that  my  lord  is  going  to  be  married  to  a 
great  lady. 

Su.  Yes,  it  is  very  true.  And  is  this  all  you  have 
heard  ? 

Rob.  Yes. 

Su.  Then  I  can  tell  you  more  news ;  you  may  take 
leave  of  your  fine  mifs  Fanny. 

Rob.  Dear  me,  why  fo  ? 

Su.  Becaufe  me  is  .going  to  be  married,  and  fent 
away  the  lord  knows  where. 

Rob.  Married  ! 

Su.  Yes — to  an  outlandish  foldier — fhe  muft  now 
learn  to  warn,  her  own  linnen  j  tuck  up  her  coats  and 
follow  the  army  into  foreign  parts,  thro*  all  weathers : 
k  is  much  more  befitting  for  her,  than  felting  herfelf  up 
for  a  fine  lady. 

Rob.  How  can  you  talk  fo  cruelly  ? And  where  is 

jfhe  going  ? 

Su.  Among  the  Mallots  and  Blackamoors,  for  aught 
I  know. 

Rob.  I  am  fare  I  am  very  forry  for  it. 

Su.  O  !  poor  fellow !  have  you  loll  your  deary  ?  Ha  ! 
Ha  !  Ha  !  I  am  glad  of  it — I  fuppofe,  I  mail  foon  have 
you  come  cringing  to  me  again  ;  with  a  forrowful  face, 
and  a  whining  tale— 

Rob.  And  would  you  not  take  pity  of  me  ? 
Su.  I  can't  promife  that — I  don't  know — remember 
what  a  falfe  hearted  wretch  you  have  been — but  who 
knows  what  may  happen  ?  A  kind  word  may  do  fome- 
thing — yet  I  don't  promife — No,  no  ;  nor  I  don't  de 
ny — J  am  very  good  natur'd. 

My 
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My  heart  is  /oft,   relenting. 

And  eafy  to  regain  ; 
Your  broken  vows  repenting, 

A  pardon  may  obtain. 
Ah  !  poor  fo'-faken  fellow  ! 
And  tn.tfi  you  ivear  the  vjillo-iv  ? 

G&Ht,  nci'er  pine  and  g' i eve, 

Don't  de/pair,   I  may  foi give.  [Exit 

'Tis  very  hard  upon  me,  that  I  muft  lofe  my 
dear  F.mny  :  but  fince  (lie  is  gone,  I  am  refolved,  I 
will  never  break  my  heart  after  any  woman  again  as 
long  as  I  live.— If  Sufan  won't  have  me,  I  will  look  out 
for  another  ;  there  is  variety  enough. 

1 fa-iv  the  black,  the  broi':n,  and  fair , 

Each  bad  charms  a  heart  t\'nfn:ire  : 

Prove  they  true,  <ws  blifs  obtain  ; 

If  deceitful,  grief  and  pain  : 

He  that  takes  a  wife  on  chance  relies , 

In  the  dark  his  fortune  tries  ; 

And  lucky  is  be,  that  has  a  prize.  j  [Exit 

SCENE     II.     A   ParLur. 

Enter  Lord  EEJLLMOUR,  KREIGSMAN,  and  a  SERVANT, 
vuith  a  Bottle  and  Glafs. 

L.  Bell.  Set  down  the  wine,  and  leave  us. 

[Exit  Sen'artt. 

Kreipf.  Dis  is  all  goot  luck — Der  Divel  !  Fie  you 
ni.ht  tnnka  ? 

L.  Bell.  Pray  excufe  me  ;  I  cannot  in  the  morning. 

Kreigf.  De  good  rhine  Fine  nefer  hurt  any  podv. 

[Drinks. 

L.  Bell.  The  dear  girl,  as  yet,  is  ignorant  ot"  her 
good  fortune 

Kreigf.  Fere  is  me  ? 

L.  Bell.   She  flew  from  us,  and  mut  herfelf  up. 

Kreigf.  I  would  fee  her,  I  wou'd  fhbake  mit  her. 

L.  Bell.  She  denied  me  admittance  ;  but  I  hive  fent 
a  woman  to  her,  with  whom  fne  is  very  intimate ;  the 
very  perfon  who  found  her,  eighteen  years  ago. 

KreigC*  Aw  1  Tas  is  right,  Meiit  Hcrr. 

E  2  L.  Bell. 
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L.  Bell.  Her  account  agrees  exr.ftly  with  that  in 
the  letters  you  have  produced  ;  and  ihe  has  inform  'd  me 
of  fome  particular  circumftances  .  I  did  not  know  before, 

Kreigf.   Fat  pe  dey  ? 

L.  Bell.  When  fhe  was  found  an  infant  by  the  road 
fide,  my  mother  ordered  her  to  be  taken  care  of,  and 
ca!Pd  her  Fanny.  At  her  death,  ihe  recommended  her 
to  mine,  and  my  fitter's  care  ;  I  was  too  young  to  take 
any  particular  notice  of  the  object,  and  the  llory  was 
familiar  to  me  :  but  when  I  return'd  from  my  travels, 
i  found  her  the  moft  accomplilh'd  creature  I  ever  faw. 

Kreigf.  She  is  her  moder's  bicdure.  Mein  Badron, 
hafe  fhent  many  letter?,  put  could  nefer  hear  of  her  ; 
put  fen  his  fon  fas  tie,  he  tid  fend  me  to  fincl  her, 

L.  Bell.  (Looking  on  the  Papers.  )  The  mark  on  her 
neck  ! 

Kreigf.  I  fim  you  (hoy  of  dat.  [Drinks. 

L.  Bell.  The  things  found  with  heu! 

Kreigf.   Choy  of  dat,  [Drinks. 

L.  Bell.  The  time,  the  place,  all  correfpond,  and 
fully  prove,  my  dear  Fanny,  my  lovely  girl,  a  ba 
ron  efs. 

Kreigf.  Aw  !  prave  Englifh  mans  I  Met  a  Leeber  Her  / 
I  nfh  you  fhoy  of  all  togeder.  [Dri?ih. 

L.  Bell.  1  am  the  happieft  of  mankind  !  The  dearefl 
wilh  of  my  heart  is  accompliih'd  ;  I  can  marry  her, 
without  diigufling  my,  family,  or  drawing  on  me  the 
reproaches  of  the  world  —  I  fly  to  tell  her  —  follow  me  — 

JCreigf.  We  vilrh  ibake  mit  her,  and  ten  I  will  go 
tireclly  to  de  fheneral  mein  Badron,  and  fight  de 
Durks  —  I  nkht  lifF  put  fen  I  pe  fhopping  off  de  heads 
of  de  enemy. 


!  fat  a  bleafure,  Jhoy,  and  teligbt,  1 
Dis  to  be  marking  out  to  de  fight  ',  > 

Drenjbes  pe  oben,  foes  pe  in  fight  ;  J 

Fen  all  de  colours  flying  Before, 
And  de  loud  dundering  cannons  do  roar. 

Quick  to  de  preajb  <we  mount  Jbord  in  bant, 
Cutting  andjlajbing  all  dat  fidjhtani  ; 
Icb  pe  moft  happy  s  fen   I  go  fight, 
War  is  my  bleafure,  fioy,  and  t  slight*  [Exit, 

SCENE 
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SCENE       III.       A    Chambers 

Enter  FANNY. 

Fan.  How  am  I  agitated  by  a  variety  of  paflions  ! 
Fortune  feems  to  fport  with  my  anxieties. — Why  am  I 
here? — Yet  my  nurfe  fpoke  fo  urgent,  fo  perfuafive — 
'tis  ftrange  !  Would  I  could  fee  an  end  to — but  1  am 
the  child  of  Chance,  and,  bound  by  birth  -right  to  en 
dure  her  chaftifements.^ 

Enter  SUSAN. 

Su.  Your  ladyfhip's  molt  obedient.  Is  there  any 
Services  I  can  do  for  your  ladyihip,  before  your  lady- 
ftiip  goes  away  ? 

Fan.  Sufan  !  I  don't  underftand  you — 

Su  No  !  Sure  your  ladymip  has  a  very  pretty  found 
with  it — and  my^  lord  has  a  very  pretty  look— and  your 
ladyftnp  has  a  pretty  look — and  i  dare  fay,  you  would 
have  made  a  very  pretty  couple. 

Fan.  I  don't  know  how  I  have  deferv'd  this  treat 
ment,  I  never  injur'd  you. 

Su.  It  did  not  happen  to  be  in  your  ladyfhip's  power 
— and  yet  'tis  a  pity — for  you  would  have  made  a  Aveet 
miftrefs  of  a  family — I  hope  tho'  you  won't  fettle  a 
great  way  off — we  mail  fee  you  fometimes ! — On  !— 
yonder  is  my  lord-— your  lord  I  mean  ;  I  beg  your  Ma- 
dyfhip's  pardon— -you  may  have  fome  private  butineli 
together,  before  you  go  away  for  ever  ;  I  am  'forry  I 
am  obliged  to  make  my  vifit  fo  fhort.  Your  ladyfhip's 
moft  obedient  humble  fervant.  [£*;'/. 

Fan-  How  (hall  I  behave—where  (hall  I  turn  ! 

Enter  Lord  BELLMOUR. 

L .  Btll.  You  are  not  going,  Fanny  ? 
Fan.  I  don't  know,  my  lord,  how— I  am  quite  at  a 
loft— yet  I  have  been  aflur'd,  on  your  lordihip's  ho- 
E  3  now 
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nour,  I  might  venture   to  come  here,  without  appre- 
henfion  of  danger. 

L.  Bell.  You  may,  indeed. 
Fan.  I  wait  your  commands. 

L.  Bell.  Why  do  you  tremble  ?  I  want  you  to  get  a 
nofegay. 

Fan,  Yes,  my  lord.  [Going. 

L.  Bell.  You  don't  enquire  who  it  is  for  ? 

Fan.  'Tis  my  duty  to  obey,  without  afking  queilions. 

L.  Bell.  Stay— -you  have  more  right  to  know  it, 
than  any  perfon  ;  the  nofegay  is  for  my  bride. 

Fan.  Alas  !—  [Sighs. 

L.  Bell  How  !  Is  my  approaching  happinefs  difa- 
greeable  to  you  ? 

Fan.  No,  my  lord;  'tis  my  fmcereft,  my  m oft  ear 
ned  wifh,  and  conftant  prayer  ;  may  you  enjoy  un 
bounded  felicity.  [Going. 

L.  Bell.  Stay,  Fanny  ;  mould  not  you  like  to  know 
who  is  to  be  my  bride  ? 

Fan.  I  know  me  will  be  the  happieft  of  women ;  it 
does  not  become  me  to  enquire  further. 

L.  Bell-  You  are  more  concern'd  in  it,  than  you  at 
prefent  imagine  ;  me  is  a  German  baronefs. 

Fan.  Permit  me  to  depart. 

L.  Bell.  Her  name  Louifa;  me  is  remarkably  hand- 
fome ;  but  the  beauties  of  her  mind,  far  exceed  thofe 
of  her  perfon. 

Fan.  For  pity's  fake,  let  me  go 

L.  Bell.  I  love  her  with  extreme  fondnefs ;  and  mail* 
as  long  as  I  live, 

Fan.  How  cruel  to  detain  me. 

L:\BelL  (Kneels.}  You  are  my  charming  Louifa; 
the  idol  of  my  heart. 

Fan.  Are  my  misfortunes  become  the  mark  of  public 
fport;  can  your  noble  heart  defcend  to  mock  me  ? 

L.  Bell.  By  the  bright  flame  that  glows  within  my 
bofom,  'tis  truth  I  tell— Oh  !  flop  thofe  tears. 

Fan.  Let  them  plead  for  me  ;  let  them  excite  your 
eompaflion  for  a  helplefs  orphan,  expos 'd  to  all  the  in- 
fuks  of  cruel  fortune,  and  perfecuted  by  every  means, 
that  malice  and  envy  can  invent.  Let  me  conjure  you, 
my  lord,  in  the- name  of  your  honoured  mother— think 

of 
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of  the  noble  precepts  flic  taught;  think  of  her  dying 
requcll ;  and  ceafe,  Oh  !  ceafe,  to  u  rment  me. 

L.  Bell.  By  the  dear  incnvry  of  her,  you  h;ivc  in 
voked,  I  do  not  attempt  to  deceive  you;  you  were 
born  a  lady. 

Fan.  It  cannot  be  ;   'tis  beyond  probability  ! 

L.  Bell.  Your  name  Louifa ;  your  father  'a  baron,  a 
great  general  ;  he  fent  the  officer  you  faw,  to  fearch 
for  you  ;  come  with  me,  he  is  ready  to  clear  every 
doubt,  by  the  mod  convincing  proofs. 

Fan.  Do  not,  my  honoured  lord,  delude,  or  betray 

me My  heart  throbs What  can  1  think? - 

Whatcan'l  fay? 

L.  Bell.  Be  chearful,  my  deareft  love  ;  think  it  the 
reward  of  Heaven  for  your  fteady  virtue  ;  fay,  you  will 
con  fent  to  be  mine,  and  make  me  the  liappieft  of 
mortals. 

Fan.  Am  I  not  Fanny?  Am  I  not  your  fervant  ? 

L.  Bell.  You  are  my  Louifa,  the  beloved  of  my 
heart. 

Fan.  May  I  believe  ?  May  [  give  way  to  hope  ? 

/..  Bell.  Depend  upon  my  honour,  my  iincerity, 
my  love. 

'Fan.   Yet  I  fear 

L.  Bell.  Banifh  your  fears;  the  proofs  are  waiting 
to  convince  you,  your  confent  is  all  that  is  wanting  to 
compleat  our  felicity. 

Fan.  I  fear  you  have  read  too  plainly  the  fentiments 
of  my  unexperienced  heart — I  will  no  longer  hefitate, 
but  rely  upon  your  honour. 

L.  Bell.  Thus  let  me  feize  your  hand,  as  the  dear, 
dear  pledge  of  every  joy. 


DUETTO. 

L.  Bell.    "  The  merchant  fraught  with  treafurt 

By  reliefs  billows  toft, 
At  length  beholds  with  pleafurfy 
His  <wijhed-for  deftind  coajl  : 
On  dangers  fa/I  he  thinks  no  morey 
But  fondly  ejes  tbt  welcome  Jhort* 

Fan, 
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Fan.  From  ntxious  dews  defcending. 

The  litly  closed  all  night ; 
Itfelf  from  Hafts  defending, 

Preferves  its  native  white  : 
At  morn  unfolds  its  fno-iv  'white  leaves, 
And  'vital  beat  and  Jirength  receives." 


L.  Bell. 

Fan. 

Both. 

L.  Bell. 
Fan. 
L.  Bell.- 


Both. 


In  thee  each  wijh  obtaining. 
No  more  of  fate  complaining. 
What  language  can  impart 
The  tranfports  of  my  heart  ! 
A  thoufand  raptures  fll  my  breaft, 
They  glow  intenfe  in  ev'ry  vein  ; 
Shall  my  tortured  mind  have  reft  ? 
Shall  I  know  an  end  of  pain  ? 
Sorrow  now  no  more  Jhall  wound  theey 
hove  and  peace  Jhall  hover  round  thee. 
Jcys  unknown  now  Jill  my  breaft, 
Joys  too  great  to  be  exprefs'd; 
Am  I  with  a  parent  bleft  ! 
O  what  tranfports  fll  my  breaft  ; 
fcys  too  great  to  be  exprefs^d : 
Of  my  utmoft  wijh  pofleji. 
Fortune  relenting^ 
Fond  hearts  consenting  ; 
Prove  ev'ry  blcjfing 

Mortals  can  know. 
'Thus  to  behold  thee, 
Thus  to  enfold  thee  ; 
Joys  paft  expreffing 
Ever  flail  flow.  [Exeimt. 


SCENE     IV.     A  Grand  Hall. 


Enter  Lady  Lucy. 


and  Sir  JOHN,    FINET,    SUSAN, 
and  ROBIN. 


L.  Lu.  It  is  not  poflible — I  cannot  believe   it— my 
brother  would  not  attempt  fo  grofs  an  impofition. 

Sir  John.  I  am  unwilling  to  think  he  would,  after 
the  gflurances  he  has  given. 

Fin. 
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F:n.  My  lord  and  Fanny  hnve    been    in  hi 
room  fome  time. 

Su.  They  are  juft  gone  very  lovingly  together  into 
the  parlour,  where  the  (bldit-r  i.->. 

Fin.  I   will  engage  it  will  prove  fo. 

SM.  I  am  furu  of  it. 

Rol>.  Now  'tis  my  thoughts,  my  lord  is  too  nitich  of 
a.  genilcmun  to  play  tricks. 

Enter  Lord  BELLMOUR. 

L.  Bell.  Every  thing  is  prepared;  let  us  conclude 
the  ceremony  wi'thout  more  delay, 

L.  Lu.  Where  is  your  bride  ? 

L.  Bell.  She  is  at  hand. 

Sir  John.  My  lord,  I  cannot  help  looking  on  this 
affair  in  a  very  ferious  light. 

L.  Bell.  A  few  moments  mall  convince  you,  I  agree 
to  your  opinion  ;  and  am  going  to  produce  the  proof 
of  it.  [Exit. 

Sir  John.  I  cannot  help  obferving,  that  there  is 
fomething  very  myilerious  in  all  this. 

L.  Lu.  After  his  public  declaration,  I  have  not  a 
doubt  remaining. 

"  Thus  the  fun  at  morn  appearing, 

Darts  around  afplendid  ray  ; 
All  the  face  of  nature  cheering, 

Drives  the  gloomy  Jhades  away, 
In  promifi  of  a  glorious  day." 


A  Door  opens  in  the  Back  SCENE. 

Enter    FANNY,     handed     fy    Lord    BELLMOUR,     &nd 
K  R  E  i  G  s  M  A  N  .     An  old  Woman  following  them . 

Fin.  There,  my  lady  ! 
Su.  There,  Sir  !  juft  as  I  faid. 

L.  Lu.  Impoiing,  deceitful  mnn  !  [To  L.  B. 

Sir  John.  Is  this,  my  lord,   ^  behaviour  of  a  man 
of  honour  ?  'Tis  an  infult  that  demands— 

L.  Bel!. 
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L.  Bell.  If  you  find  it  fuch,  you  mall  have  ample  fa- 
tisfa&ion.  This  is  the  German  baronefs  ;  thefe  tefti- 
monials  will  prove  it  beyond  a  doubt.  (Gi'ves  the  letters 
toL.  Lucy  and  Sir  John. )  This  woman  has  the  things 
which  were  found  with  her,  they  anf\ver  in  the  mmutell 
article:  examine  them  attentively,  and  ail  as  reafon 
/hall  direft. 

[L.  Lu/y,  Sir  John,  and  the  eld  Woman  retire. 

Kreigf.  I  remember  (Fat  do  you  call  dat  ting  dere) 
it  fas  lofe  mit  de  mild  fen  wee  marfh  of  a  frdden  in  the 
tnrk  night  ;  and  if  any  pody  tout  de  drut  of  it,  Der 
tlivel !  I  fil  broof  it,  as  becomes  ein  goot  foldier. 

[Takes  hold  of  bis  Jkvord* 

Fin.  O  !   I  believe  it,  fir ! 

Su.  And  fo  do  I ! 

Rolf.  For  my  part — I  always  thought  me  was  a  lady, 
and  too  good  for  me.  Well,  Sufan,  fhall  we  make  up 
our  quanel,  and  dp  as  our  betters  ? 

Su.  I  think  I  may  as  well  take  you  now  you  are  in 
the  mind,  or  may  hap  you  may  flip  through  my  fingers 
again. 

L.  Lu.  Thefe  proofs  are  inconteflible. 

Sir  John.  My  lord,  I  am  fully  fatisfied,  and  afk  your 
pardon. 

Kreigf.  Der  divel  !  I  pe  an  honeft  German,  and  wear 
ein  fhword 

L.  Lu.  I  need  not  repeat  what  my  objections  were, 
and  am  fmcereJy  glad  they  are  removed ;  I  always  lov'd 
her,  and  will  moft  cordially  continue  it.  May  you  be 
happy  in  each  other. 

Sir  John.  Accept,  my  lord,  my  hearty  congratula 
tions  ;  let  us  be  folemnly  united,  and  forget  the  anxie 
ties  of  the  few  pafl  hours. 

L.  Bell.  \  join  in  every  wifh  for  our  general  hap- 
pinefs ;  nor  can  I  doubt  its  proving  truly  fo.  Love, 
when  founded  on  virtue,  enfures  felicity  in  marriage. 
Come,  rr.v  love,  my  bride ;  foregoing  pains  give  a 
double  relifti  to  fucceeding  pleafures. 

Fan.  I  would  willingly  do  my  duty  by  all ;  but  my 
heart  is  fHll  wavering  betv/een  fear  and  joy,  and  I  can 
not  exprefs  as  I  ought,  my  acknowledgments  of  your 
favours  ;  my  future  behaviour  muft  convince  you,  I 
am  not  undeferying  of  your  good  opinions. 
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F    I     N     A     L     E. 

L.  Bell.         My  charmer's  hand  thin  prrjjing, 
/';//  ev'ry  blifs  pcJJ(j/in<?, 

In  thee,  my  deartft  love. 

Fan.  My  heart  with  joy  overflowing. 

With  gratitude  noiu  glowingt 

Shall  ever  humble  prove. 
L.  Lu.  A JjfteSs  lovejinceve, 

I  hope  you  won't  refufc. 
Sir  John        AW  kno-iving  who  you  were, 

Mademmfelle,  pray  excufe  • 

Kreigf.          (She  nicbt  Mam-zell 

She  it  ein  German — ) 
Fan.  /'//  ccnftan'ly  endeavour, 

V'o  dcferve  your  love  and  favour t 
Tour  ajfeftion  and  regard. 

^  >  Forgive  us,  good  my  lady. 

Fan,  Your  pardon* s  feal d  already . 

Rob.  Oh  I  pray  forgive  me  too , 

For  daring  to  love  you ; 

Forgive  for  charity. 
Fan.  /  t  hank,  and  will  reward^ 

Tour  care  and  honefty. 

CHORUS. 

Love,  when  conftant  hearts  unite, 
Rewards  their  pangs  with  true  delight : 
5To  make  the  generous  paj/ion  laft, 
Let  truth,  and  virtue,  bind  it  f aft. 
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ADVERTISEMENT. 

HAVING,  for  fome  years,  met  with  very  great 
fuccefs  in  my  productions  of  the  mufical  kind  ; 
when  I  wrote  the  following  opera,  it  was  with  unufual 
care  and  attention  ;  and  it  was  the  general  opinion  cf  all 
my  friends,  fome  06  whom  rank  among  the^beA  judges, . 
that  of-  all  my  trifles,  Lionel  and  Clarifla  was  the  moft 
pardonable  :  a  decifion  in  its  favour  which  I  was  the 
prouder  of,  becauie,  to  the  beft  of  my  knowledge,  . 
through  the  whole,  I  had  not  borrowed  an  expreflion,  a 
fentiment,  or  a  character,  from  any  dramatic  writer 
extant. 

When  Mr.  GARRICK  thought  of  performing  this  piece 
at  Drury-lane  theatre,  he  had  a  new  finger  to  bring  out, 
and  every  thing  poilible  for  her  advantage  was  to  be 
done ;  this  neceflarily  occalioned  fome  new  fongs  and 
airs  to  be  introduced  ;  and  other  fingers,  with  voices  of 
a  different  compafs  from  thofe  who  originally  acted  the 
parts,  occasioned  flill  more ;  by  which  means  the  greateft 
part  of  the  mufic  unavoidably  became  new.  This  is  the 
chief,  and  indeed  the  only  alteration  made  in  the  opera  ; 
and  even  to  that,  I  (hould,  in  many  places,  have  been 
forced,  much  againft  my  will,  had  it  not  given  a  frelh 
opportunity  to  Mr.  Dibdin  to  difplay  his  admirable 
talents  as  a  mufical  compofer.  And  I  will  be  bold  to 
fay,  that  his  airs,  ferious  and  comic,  in  this  opera,  will 
appear  to  no  difadvantage  by  being  heard  withr  thofe  of 
fome  of  the  greateft  makers. . 

The  SCHOOL  FOR  FATHERS  is  added  to  the 
title,  becaufe  the  plot  is  evidently  double  ;  and  that  of 
Lionel  and  Clarifla  alluded  to  but  one  part  of  it,  as  the 
readers  and  fpeclators  will  eafily  perceive. 
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LIONEL  and  CLARISSA. 


ACT    I.        SCENE    I. 


A  Chamber  in  Colonel  OLD  BOY'S  Houfe  :  Colonel  OLDBO"V 
is  dif  covered  at  breakfajl  reading  a  news-paper  ;  at  a  little 
diftance  from  the  tea-table  Jits  JENKINS  ;  and  on  the  op' 
pojtte  Jtde  DIANA,  who  appears  ffying  upon  a 
A  Girl  attending, 

A.  2  1          <£l  H  ho<uj  delightful  the  morning^ 

How  fiueet  are  the  prof  petit  it  yields 
Summer  luxuriant  adorning 

The  gar  dens  ^  the  groves,  and  the 

Be  grateful  to  the  feafon, 

It's  pleafures  left  employ  ; 
'Kind  Nature  gives,   and  Reafan 

Permits  us  to 


Col.  Well  faid  Dy,  thank  you  Dy.  This,  matter  Jen 
kins,  is  the  way  I  make  my  daughter  entertain  me  every 
morning  at  break  fair.  Come  here  and  kifs  me  you  Hut, 
come  here  -and  kifs  me  you  baggage. 

Dian.  Lord,  pa  pa,,  you  call  one  luch  names 
Co/.  A  fine  girl,  mafter  Jenkins,  a  dcvelith  fine  girl  f 
fhe  has  got  my  eye  to  a  twinkle.  There's  fire  for  you  — 
fpirit  !  —  I  delign  to  marry  her  to  a  Duke  :  how  much 
money  do  you  think  a  Duke  would  exped  with  luch  a 
wench  ? 

B  Jen. 


LIONEL    AND    CLARISSA: 


Jen.  Why,  Colonel,  with  fubmifTion,  I  think  there  is 
no  occafion  to  go  out  of  our  own  country  here  ;  we  have 
never  a  Duke  in  it  I  believe,  but  we  have  many  an  honeft 
gentleman,  who,  in  my  opinion,  might  deferve  the  young 
lady. 

1  Ca!.  So,  you  would  have  me  marry  Dy  to  a -country 
"fquire,  eh!  How  fry  you  to  this  Dy  !  would  not  you 
rather  be  married  to  a  Duke  ? 

Dian.  So  my  huiband's  a  rake,  papa,  I  don't  care 
wliat  he  is. 

Col.  A  rake!  you  damned  confounded  little  baggage  ; 
why  you  wou'd  not  wifh  to  marry  a  rake,  wou'd  you  ?  So 
her  hufband  is  a  rake,  (he  does  not  care  what  he' is  !  Ha, 
ha,  ha,'  ha  ? 

Dian.  Well,  butlifien  to  me,  papa — When  you  go  out 
with  your  gun,  do  you  take  any  pleafure  in  {hooting  the 
poor  tame  ducks,  and  chickens  in  your  yard  ?  No,  the 
partridge,  the  pheafant,  the  woodcock  are  the  game; 
there  i's  feme  fport  in  bringing  them  down  becaufe  they 
are  wild  ;  and  it  is  juft  the  fame  with  an  hufbund  or  a 
lover.  I  would  not  waffe  powder  and  mot,  to  wound  one 
of  your  fober  pretty  behaved  gentlemen;  bur  to  hit  a  li 
bertine,  extravagant,  madcap  fellow,  to  take  him  upon 
the  wing — 

Col.  Do  you  hear  her,  mailer  Jenkins  ?  Ha,  ha,  ha  f 
Jen.  Well,  but,  good  Colonel,  what  do  you  fay  to  my 
worthy  and  honourable  patron  here,  Sir  John  Flowerdale  ? 
He  has  an  eftate  of  eight  thoufand  pounds  a  year  as  well 
paid -rents  as  any  in  the  kingdom,  and  but  one  only  daugh 
ter  to  enjoy  it  j  and  yet  he  is  willing,  you  fee,  to  give 
this  daughter  to  your  fon. 

Diatt.  Pray,  Mr.  Jenkins,  how  does  Mifs  ClarifTa  and 
our  univerfity  friend  Mr.  Lionel  ?  That  is  the  only  grave 
young  man  I  ever  liked,  and  the  only  handfome  one  I 
ever  was  acquainted  with,  that  did  not  make  love  to  me. 
Col.  Ay,  matter  Jenkins,  who  is  this  Lionel  ?  They 
fay  he  is  a  damn'd  witty  knowing  fellow  ;  and  egad  I ' 
think  him  well  enough  for  one  brought  up  in  a  college. 

Jev.  His  father  was  a  general  officer,  a  particular  friend 
of  Sir  John's,  who,  like  many  more  brave  men,  th;it 
live  and  die  in  de-fending  their  country,  left  little  elfe  than 
honour  behind  him.  Sir  John  feat  this  young  man,  at 

his 
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his  own  expencr,  to  Oxford  ;  where,  while  his  Ton  lived, 
they  were  upon  the  fame  tooting  :  and  lince  our  youn^ 
gentleman's  death,  which  you  know  unfortunately  hap 
pened  about  two  years  ago,  he  has  continued  him  there. 
During  the  vacation  he  is  come  to  pay  us  a  viiir,  :, 
John  intends  that  he  fhall  (hortly   take  orders  for 
confidcTabtc  benefice  in  the  giltot  the  family,  the  preltnt 
incumbent  of  which  is  an  aged  man. 

jDian.  The  hilt  time  I  was  at  your  houfe,  he  was 
teaching  Mifs  t-'lariiTa  mathematics  and  philofophy. 
Lord,  what  u  ftrangc  brain  I  have  !  It  1  was  to  lit  down 
to  diltracl  rayfelf  with  fuch  lludies— 

Coi.  Go,  huiley,  let  fome  of  your  bt other's  rafcals 
inform  their  mailer  that  he  has  been  long  enough  at  his 

toilet;   here  is  a  mcfiage  from  Sir  John  Flowardu'e 

You  a  brain  for  mathematics  incited  !  We  (hall  have 
women  wanting  to  head  our  regiments  to-morrow  or  next 
day. 

Diarr.  Well,  papa,  and  fuppofe  we  did.  I  believe, 
in  a  battle  of  the  foxes,  -you  men  would  hardly  get  the 
better  of  us. 

Tc  rob  them  of  ftrfngfb,  when  wrje  Nature  thought   fit 

By  ivomen  to  ft  ill  do  her  duty^ 
Injlead  of   a  fivord  Jhe  indud  them  with  nvtf9 

And gave  then  a  flneld  in  thtir  beauty. 

Sound,  found  then  the  trumpet,  both  fexes  to  armi4 

Ouj  tyrants  at  once  end  protefion  ! 
We  quickly  Jhall  Jee,   whether  courage  or  cbartm9 

Uecide  Jor  the  He  leas  or  He  ft  on. 


SCENE    II. 
Colonel  OLDBOY,  JENKINS. 

Col.  Well,  matter  Jenkins  !  don't  you  think  now  that 
a  Nobleman,  a  Duke,  an  Earl,  or  a  iMarcjuis,  might  be 
content  to  fhare  his  title — I  fay,  you  underthind  n-.c. 
with  a  fweetener  of  thirty  or  forty  thoufand  pounds,  to 
pa/  off  mortgages  ?  Befides,  there's  u  proipcci  of  my 
B  2  whole 
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whole  eftate  ;  for  I  dare  fvvear,  her  brother  will  never 
have  any  children. 

"Jen.  I  mould  be  concerned  at  that,  Colonel,  when 
there  are  two  fuch  fortunes  to  defcend  to  his  heirs,  as 
yours  and  Sir  John  Flowerdale's 

Col.  Why  look  you,  mailer  Jenkins,  Sir  John  Flower- 
dale  is  an  honeil  gentleman  ;  our  families  are  nearly  re 
lated;  we  have  been  neighbours  time  out  of  mind  ;  and 
if  he  and  I  have  an  odd  difpute  now  and  then,  it  is  not 
for  want  of  a  cordial  eileem  at  bottom.  He  is  going  to 
marry  his  daughter  to  my  ion  \  (he  is  a  beautiful  girl,  an 
elegant  girl,  a  fenfible  girl,  a  worthy  girl,  and — a  word 
jn  your  ear — damn  me  if  1  ant  very  lorry  for  her. 

Jen.  Sorry  !  Colonel  ? 

Col.  Ay between  ourfelves,    mailer  Jenkins,  my 

fon  won't  do. 

Jen.  How  do  you  mean  ? 

Col.  I  tell  you,  matter  Jenkins,  he  won't  do — he  is 
not  the  thing,  a  prig-  At  iixteen  years  old,  or  there 
abouts,  he  was  a  bold,  fprightly  boy,  as  you  fhould  fee  in 
a  thoufand  ;  could  drink  his  pint  of  port,  or  his  bottle  of 
claret- now  he  mixes  all  his  wine  with  water. 

Jen.  Oh  !  it  that  be  his  only  fault,  Colonel,  he  will 
ne'er  make  the  worie  hufband,  1'il  anfwer  for  it. 

Col.  You  know  my  wife  is  a  woman  of  quality' 
I  was  prevailed  upon  to  fend  him  to  be  brought  up  by  her 
brother  Lord  Jefiamy,  who  had  no  children  of  his  own, 

and  promifed  to  leave  him  an  eflate he  has  got  the 

eltate  indeed,  but,  the  fellow  has  taken  his  Lordfhip's 
name  for  it.  Now,  mailer  Jenkins,  I  would  be* glad  to 
know,  haw  the  name  of  Jeflamy  is  better  than  that  qf 
Oldboy. ' 

Jen.  Well !  but,  Colonel,  it  is  allowed  on  all  hands 
that  his  Lordfhip  has  given  your  fon  an  excellent  educa 
tion. 

Col.  Pfha  !  he  fent  him  to  the  university,  and  to  travel 
forfooth  ;  but  what  of  that ;  I  was  abroad,  and  at  the 
univerficy  myfelf,  and  never  a  ruih  the  better  for  either. 
J  quarelled  with  his  Lordfhip  about  fix  years  before  his 
death,  and  fo  had  not  an  opportunity  of  feeing  how  the 
youth  went  on  ;  if  I  had,  mailer  Jenkins,  I  would  no 

more  have  fuflered  him  to  be  made  fuch  a  monkey  of 

He 
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He  has  been  in  my  houfe  but  three  dnys,  and  it  is  all 
turned  toply  turyey  by  him  and  his  rafcally  fervants— — 
then  his  chamber  is  like  a  perfumer's  fhop,  with  walh- 

balls,  paftcs,  and  pomatum and  do  you  know  he  had 

the  impudence  to  tell  meyefterday  at  my  own  table,  that 
I  did  not  know  how  to  behave  myfelf  ? 

Jtn.  Pray,  Colonel,  how  does  my  Lady  Mary  ? 

Col.  What  my  wife  r  In  the  old  way,  mailer  Jenkins  ; 
always  complaining  ;  ever  fomething  the  matter  with 

her  head,  or  her  back,  or  her  legs but  we  have  had 

the  devil  to  pay  lately — flic  and  I  did  not  fpeak  to  one 
another  for  three  weeks. 

Jen.  How  fo,  Sir  ? 

Col.  A  little  affair  of  jealoufy — you  muft  know  my 
game-keeper's  daughter  h:j.s  bud  a  child,  and  the  plaguy 
baggage  takes  it  into  her  head  to  lay  it  to  me- — Upon  my 
foal  it  is  a  fine  fai  chubby  infant  as  ever  I  fet  my  eyes  on; 
I  have  fent  it  to  nurfe  ;  and  between  you  and  me,  I 
believe  I  (hall  leave  it  a  fortune. 

Jen.  'Ah,  Colonel,  you  will  never  give  over. 

Col.  You  know  my  Lady  has  a  pretty  vein  of  poetry  ; 
{he  writ  me  an  heroic  epiftle  upon  it,  where  flie  calls  me 
her  dear  falfe  Damon  j  fo  I  let  her  cry  a  little,  promifed 
to  do  fo  no  more,  and  now  we  are  as  good  friends  as  ever; 

Jen.  Well,  Colonel,  I  muft  take  my  leave  ;  I  have 
delivered  my  meflage,  and  Sir  John  may  expect  the  plea- 
fure  of  your  company  to  dinner. 

CV.  Ay,  ay,  we'll  come — pox  o*  ceremony  among 
friends.  But  won't  you  flay  to  fee  my  fon  ;  I  have  fenc 
to  him,  and  fuppofe  he  will  be  here  as  foon  as  his  valet- 
de-chambre  will  give  him  leave. 

Jtn.  There  is  no  occafion,  good  Sir  :  prefent  my  hum 
ble  refpefts,  that's  all. 

Col.  Well,  but,  zounds,  Jenkins,  you  muft  not  go  till 
you  drink  fomething — let  you  and  I  have  a  bottle  of 
hock— 

J(ti.  Not  for  the  world,  Colonel ;  I  never  touch  any 
thing  ftrong  m  the  morning. 

Col.  Never  touch  anything  flrong!  Why  one  bottle 
won't  hurt  you  man,  this  is  old  and  as  mild  as  milk. 

Jen.  Well,  but,  Colonel,  pmy  excufe  me. 

B  3  To 
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TV  tell  you  the  truth, 
In  the  days  of  my  youth  ', 
As  mirth  and  nature  lid 


And  I  lo-iSd  a  tafs, 

And  1  did  as  younkrs  did. 

But  now  1  am  old, 
With  grief  be  it  told, 

/  mujl  thofe  freaks  forbear  ; 
At  fexty  -three, 
iwtxt  you  and  me, 

A  man  grows  *worfe  for  wear* 


SCENE    III. 

Mr.  JESSAMY,  Lady  MARY  QLDBOY,  avd  then  Colonel 
OLDBOI. 

Lady  M.  Shut  the  door,  why  don't  you  fliut  the  door 
there  ?  Have  you  a  mind  I  (liould  catch  my  death  ? 
This  houfe  is  abfolutely  the  cave  of  ^Eolus  j  one  had  as 
good  live  on  the  eddy  ilone,  or  in  a  wind-mill. 

Mr.  JeJJl  I  thought  they  told  your  Ladyfhip  that  there 
was  a  meiFenger  here  from  Sir  John  Flowerdale. 

Cot.  Well,  Sir,  and  fo  there  was ;  but  he  had  not  pa 
tience  to  wait  upon  your  curling-irons.  Mr.  Jenkins  was 
here,  Sir  John  Flowerdale's  fleward,  who  has  lived  in 
the  family  thefe  forty  years. 

Tlfr.  Jtjf.  And  pray,  Sir,  might  not  Sir  John  Flower- 
dale  have  come  himfelf :  if  he  had  been  acquainted  with 
the  rules  of  good  breeding,  he  would  have  known  that  I 
ought  have  been  vilited. 

Lady  M.  Upon  my  word,  Colonel,  this  is  a  folecifm. 

Col.  'Sblood,  my  Lady,  it's  none.  Sir  John  Flower- 
d;)Je  came  but  laft  night  rrom  his  tiller's  feat  in  the  well, 
and  is  a  little  out  of  order.  But  I  fuppofe  he  thinks  he 
ought  to  appear  before  him  with  his  daughter  in  one 
hand,  and  his  rent  roll  in  the  other,  and  cry,  Sir,  pray 
do  me  the  favour  to  accept  them. 

Lady  M,  Nay,  but,  Mr.  Oldbo}*",  permit  me  to  fay— 

Co  I. 


A   COMIC   OPERA.  7 

Col.  He  need  not  give  himfcif  To  many  aflefted  airs  ;  I 
think  it's  veiy  well  if  he  gets  fjch  a  girl  for  going  for; 
(he's  one  of  the  handfomeft  and  richclt  in  this  country, 
and  more  than  he  deferves. 

7l/r.  'Jeff.  That's  an  exceeding  fine  china  jar  your  La- 
dyfliip  has'got  in  the  next  room  ;  I  faw  the  fellow  of  it 
the  other  day  at  Williams's,  and  will  fend  to  my  agent 
to  parch:. le  it :  it  is  the  true  matchlefs  old  blue  and 
white.  Lady  Betty  Barebones  has  a  couple  that  fhe  gave 
an  hundred  guineas  for,  on  board  an  Indiaman  ;  but  {he 
reckons  them  at  a  hundred  and  twenty-five,  on  account  of 
half  a  dozen  plates,  four  Nankeen  beakers,  and  a  couple 
of  lhaking  Mandarins,  that  the  cuftom  houfe  officers  took 
from  under  her  petticoats. 

Col.  Did  you  ever  hear  the  like  of  this  !  He's  chatter 
ing  about  old  china,  while  I  am  talking  to  him  of  a  fine 
girl.  I  tell  you  what,  Mr.  Jeflamy,  fince  that's  the 
name  you  choofe  to  be  called  by,  I  have  a  good  mind  to 
knock  you  down. 

Mr.  Jt§.  Knock  me  down  !  Colonel  ?  What  do  you 
mean  f  I  mufl  tell  you,  Sir,  this  is  a  language  to  which  I 
have  not  been  accuitomed  ;  and,  it  you  think  proper  to 
continue  to  repeat  it,  I  (hall  be  under  a  necei&ty  of  quit 
ting  your  houfe  ? 

Co/.  Quitting  my  houfe  ? 

Mr.  Jfjf.  Yes,  Sir,  incontinently, 

CoL  Why,  Sir,  am  not  I  your  father,  Sir,  and  have  I 
not  a  right  to  talk  to  you  as  I  like  ?  I  will,  firrah.  But, 
perhaps,  J  mayn't  be  your  father,  and  I  hope  not. 

Lady  M.  Heavens  and  earth,  Mr.  Oldboy  ! 

Co/.  What's  the  matter,  Madam  !  I  mean,  Madam, 
that  he  might  have  been  changed  at  nurfe,  Madam ;  and 
J  believe  he  was. 

Mr.  Jff.  Huh!  huh!  huh! 

Col.  Do  you  laugh  at  me,  you  faucy  jackanapes  ? 

Lady  M.  Who's  there,  fomebody  bring  me  a  chair. 
Really,  Mr.  Oldboy,  you  throw  my  wtrakly  frame  into 
fuch  repeated  convulsions — but  I  fee  your  aim  ;  you  want 
to  lay  me  in  my  grave,  and  you  will  very  foon  have  that 
fatisfaclion. 

Col.  I  can't  bear  the  fight  of  him. 

Lady  M.  Open  that  window,  give  me  air,  or  I  fiiall 
faint. 

Mr. 
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Mr.  Jeff",  Hold,  hold,  let  me  tie  a  handkerchief  about 
my  neck  firft.  This  curfed  {harp  north  wind— Antoine, 
bjing  down  my  muff. 

Co/.  Ay,  do,  and  his  great-coat. 

Lady  M.  Marg'ret  feme  harts-horn.  My  dear  Mr. 
Oldboy  why  will  you  fly  out  in  this  way,  ivhen  you  know 
hew  it  fhocks  my  tender  nerves  ? 

Col.  'Sblood,  Madam,  its  enough  to  make  a  man  mad. 

Lady.  M.  Hartmorn  !  Hartfliorn  I 

Mr*  J&  Colonel ! 

Col.  Do  you  hear  the  puppy  ? 

Mr.  Jeff.  Will  you  give  riie  leave  to  afk  you  one  quef- 
tion  ?  '  * 

Col.  I  don't  know  whether  I  will  or  not. 

Mr.  Je//'.  I  fhould  be  glad  to  know,  that's  all,  what 
fmgle  circumftance  in  my  conduct,  carriage,  or  figure  you 
can  poinbly  find  fault  with-— Perhaps  I  may  be  brought 
to  reform — Pr'ythee  let  me  hear  from  your  own  mouth, 
then,  ferioufly  what  it  is  you  do  like,  and  what  it  is  you 
do  not  like. 

Col.  Hum! 

Mr.  Je/.  Be  ingenuous,  fpeak  and  fpare  not. 

Co/.  You  would  know  ? 

Zounds  Sir  !  then  Vll  tell  you  without  any  j  eft, 
'The  thing  if  all  things,  <wbicb  I  bate  and  dtteft  $ 

A  coxcomb,  a.  fop, 

A  dainty  milk-fop  ; 

Who,   effenc'd  and  dizen'dfrom  bottom  to  top^ 
Look*  jujl  like  a  doll  for  a  milliner's  Jbop. 

A  tbing  full  of  prate, 

And  pride  and  conceit  • 

All  fajbion,  no  weight  ; 

Whojbrugs  and  takes  fnvjf) 

And  carries  a  muj}  j 
A  minikin^ 
Finiking, 

Trench  poixder-fujf: 
And  nt<w  &>,  1  fancy i  I've  to/djou  tnough* 
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SCENE    IV. 
Lady  MARY  OLDBOV,  Mr.  JESSAMY. 

Mr.  Jfjf.  What's  the  matter  with  the  Colonel,  Ma 
dam  ;  docs  your  ladylliip  know  ? 

Lady  M.  Heigho  !  don't  be  furprifcd,  my  dear  ;  it  was 
the  fame  thing  with  my  late  dear  brother,  Lord  Jeil-imy ; 
they  never  could  agree  :  that  good  natured  friendly  foul, 
knowing  the  delicacy  of  my  conftitution,  has  often  laid, 
iifter,  Mary,  I  pity  you.  Not  but  your  father  has  good 
qualities,  and  I  allure  you  I  remember  him  a  very  fine 
gentleman  himfelf.  In  the  year  of  the  hard  froft,  one 
.thoufand  feven  hundred  and  thirty -nine,  when  he  firil 
paid  his  addrefles  to  me,  he  was  called  agreeable  Jack 
Oidbay,  though  I  married  him  without  the  confent  of 
your  noble  grandfather. 

Mr.  Jeff.  I  think  he  ought  to  be  proud  of  me  :  I  be 
lieve  there's  many  a  Duke,  nay  Prince,  who  would  efteem 
themfelves  happy  in  having  fuch  a  ion 

Lady  M.  \es,  my  dear;  but  your  lifter  was  always 
your  father's  favourite  :  he  intends  to  give  her  a  pro 
digious  fortune,  and  fets  his  heart  upon  feeing  her  a 
woman  of  quality. 

Mr.  Jffl.  He  Ihould  wiih  to  fee  her  look  a  little  like 
a  gentlewoman  lirft.  When  Ihe  was  in  London  lait  win 
ter,  I  am  told  Ihe  was  taken  notice  of  by  a  few  men.  But 
fhe  wants  air,  manner 

Lady  M.  And  has  not  a  bit  of  the  genius  of  our  family, 
and  I  never  knew  a  woman  of  it  but  herielf  without.  I 
have  tried  her  :  about  three  years  ago  I  fet  her  to  tranf- 
hte  a  little  French  long :  I  found  Ihe  had  not  even  an 
idea  of  verification  ;  and  (lie  put  dou'n  leve  and  joy  for 
rhyme — fo  I  gave  her  over. 

Mr.  7'JT'  Why,  indeed,  Ihe  appears  to  have  more  of 
the  Thalellris  than  the  Sapho  about  her. 

Lady  M.  Well,  my  dear,  I  muil  go  and  drefs  myfelf, 
though  I  protelt  I  am  fitter  for  my  bed  than  my  coach. 
And  condefcenu  to  the  Colonel  a  little — Do  my  dear, 
if  it  be  only  to  oblige  your  mamma. 


SCENE 


5o          LIONEL  AND  CLARISSA; 

SCENE    V. 

Mr.  JESSAMY. 

Let  me  confider  :  I  am  going  to  vifit  a  country  Ba 
ronet  here  :  who  would  fain  prevail  upon  me  to  marry 
his  daughter  :  the  old  gentleman  has  heard  of  my  parts 
and  underihinding,  Mifs  of  my  figure  and  addrefs.  Bur, 
fuppofe  I  fliould  not  like  her  when  I  fee  her  ?  Why,  po- 
litively,  then  I  will  not  have  her  ;  the  treaty's  at  an  end, 
and,  fans  compliment,  we  breakup  the  congrgfs.  But, 
won't  that  be  cruel,  after  having  fuffered  her  to  flatter 
herfelf  with  hopes,  and  (hewing  m\  felf  to  her.  She's  a 
ftrange  dowdy  1  dare  believe  :  however,  fhe  brings  pro- 
viiion  with  her  for  a  feparate  maintenance. 

Antoine,  apprerez  la  toilet.  I  am  going  to  fpend  a 
curfed  day  |  .that  I  perceive  alieady  ;  I  wiih  it  was  over, 
I  dread  it  as  .much  as  a  general  election. 

When  a  man.  of  f  option  condtfi.endsr 
TV  htrd  among  bis  country  friends, 

They  watch  his  looks,  his  motions  : 
Qie  booby  gapes,  another  flares, 
And  all  he  fays,  dots,  eats,  drinkst  ivearJf 
uit  their  rujlic  notions.  » 


J>ut  as  for  this  bruitijh  old  clown  here  ; 
&'  death,  why  did  1  ever  come  doixn  here  ! 

will 

Then  a  confort  to  take, 
For  my  family  s  fake, 
J'/n  in  a  fine  jeopardy,  fylit  me  f 


SCENE    VI. 

Changes  to  a' Study  in  Sir  JOHN  FLOWER DALE'^  Houfe  ; 
t-tLO  Cham  and  a  lablf,  with  Globes  and  Mathematical 
Injlruments,  CLARISSA  enters,  followed  by  J  E  N  N  Y  , 

Clar.  .     Immortal  po^ivrs  proteft  mtt 

» 

Relitvt 
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Relieve  a  heart  oftrrjl : 
/Jj  /  of/7  tbli  palpitation  I 
Ceafe  bufy  perturbation^ 

And  let  taey  let  me  reft* 

Jen.  My  clear  lady,  xvhat  ails  you  ? 

Clur.  Nothing  Jenny,  nothing, 

Jen,  Pardon  me,  Madam,  there  is  fomething  ails  you 
indeed.  Loro  !  what  figniries  all  the  grandeur  and  riches 
in  this  world,  if  they  can't  procure  one  content.  I  am 
Cure  it  vexes  me  to  the  heart,  fo  it  does,  to  fee  fuch  a 
dear,  fweet,  worthy  young  Lady,  as  you  are,  pining 
yourfelf  to  death. 

Clar.  Jenny,  ^ou  are  a  good  girl,  and  I  am  very  nnch 
obliged  to  you  for  feeling  fo  much  on  my  account  •  but 
in  a  little  time,  I  hope  I  (hall  be  eafier. 

Jen.  Why,  now,  here  to  day,  Madam,  for  fartain 
you  ought  to  be  merry  to  day,  when  there's  a  fine  gen 
tleman  coming  to  court  you  ;  but,  if  you  like  any  one 
elfe  better,  I  am  fure,  1  wifhyou  had  him,  with  all  my 
foul. 

C/ar.  Suppofe,  Jenny,  I  was  fo  unfortunate,  as  to  like 
a  man  without  my  father's  approbation  ;  would  you  wifh 
me  married  to  him  ? 

Jen.  I  wi(h  you  married  to  any  one,  Madam,  that 
could  make  you  happy. 

Clar.  Heigho! 

Jtn.  Madam  !  Madam  !  yonder's  Sir  John  and  Mr. 
Lionel  on  the  terras :  I  believe  they  are  coining  up  here. 
Poor,  dear  Mr.  Lionel,  he  does  not  feem  to  be  in  over 
great  fpirits  cither.  To  be  fure,  Madam,  it's  no  bufinefs 
of  mine  j  but,  I  believe,  if  the  truth  was  known,  there 
are  thofc  in  the  houfe,  who  wou'd  give  more  than  ever  I 
(hall  be  worth,  or  any  the  likes  of  me,  to  prevent  the 
marrnge  of  a  fartain  perfon  that  {hall  be  namelefs. 

Clar.  What  do  you  mean  ?   I  don't  underftund  you. 

Jen.  I  hope  you  are  not  angry,  Madam  ? 

Clar.  Ah  !   Jenny 

Jen.  Lauk  !  Madam,  do  you  think,  when  Mr.  Lionel's 
a  clergyman,  he'll  be  obliged  to  cut  off  his  hair  ?  I'm 
fure  it  will  be  a  thoufand  pities,  for  it  is  the  fw  e-telt 
coluur,  and  looks  the  niceft  put  up  in  a  cue — and  your 

great 
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great  pudding-fleeves !  Lord!  they'll  quite  {poll  his 
fhape,  and  the  fall  of  his  (houlders.  Well !  M^dam,  if 
I  was  a  lady  of  large  fortune,  I'll  be  hanged  if  Mr.  Lio- 
r.el  (hould  be  a  paribn,  if  I  could  help  it. 

C/ar.  I'm  going  into  my  dreHing-room — It  feems  then 
Mr.  Lionel  is  a  great  favourite  of  yours  ;  but,  pray  Jen 
ny,  have  a  care  how  you  talk  in  this  manner  to  any  one 
elie. 

Jan,  Me  talk  !  Madam,  I  thought  you  knew  me  bet 
ter  ;  and,  my  dear  Lady,  keep  up  your  fpirits.  I'm  fure 
I  have  drelled  you  to  day  as  nice  as  hands  and  pins  can 
make  you. 

Tm  but  a  poor  J *er<vant  'tis  true,  Ma'am  ; 
But  was  I  a  lady  Kke  you,    Maam^ 

In  grief  would  1  Jit  !  7 'be  dickens  a  bit  ; 
No  faith^  1  would  jearcb  the  world  thro1  Ma'am^ 

To  find  what  my  liking  could  bit. 

Set  in  cafe  aycung  msm^ 

In  my  fancy  there  ran  ; 
//  might  anger  my  friendi  and  relations  : 

JBut,  if  I  bad  regard^ 

It  Jhou.ld  go  <vtry  bard^ 
Or  I'd  follow  my  own  inclinations* 


SCENE    VII. 
"Sir  JOHN  FLOWERDALE,  LIONEL. 

.  Indeed>  Lionel,  I  will  not  hear  of  it.  What'! 
to  run  from  us  all  of  a  fudden,  this  way  ;  and  at  fuch  a 
time  too ;  the  eve  of  my  daughter's  wedding,  as  I  may 
call  it ;  when  your  company  mad  be  doubly  agreeable, 
as  well  as  necefiary  to  us  .?  I. am  fure  you  have  no  itudies 
at  prefent,  that  require  your  attendance  at  Oxford  :  •! 
muu\  therefore,  iaiifl  on  your  putting  fuch  thoughts  out 
of  your  head. 

Lion.  Upon  m-y  word,  Sir,  I  have  been  fo  long  from 
the  univerfity,  that  it  is  time  for  me  to  think  of  return 
ing.  It  is  true,  1  have  no  abfolute  itudies ;  but,  really, 

Sir, 
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Sir,  I  (hall  be  obliged  to  you,  if  you  will  give  me 
to  go, 

Sir  John.  Come,  come,  my  clear  Lionel,  I  have  for 
fome  time  obferved  a  more  than  ordinary  gravity  grow 
ing  upon  you,  and  I  am  not  to  learn  the  rcafo.i  of  it :  I 
know,  to  minds  ferious,  and  well  inclined,  like  yours, 
the  facred  ruocYions  you  are  about  to  embrace 

Lion.  Dear  Sir,  your  goodnefs  to  me,  of  every  kind, 
is  fo  great,  fo  unremitted !  Your  condefcenfion,  your 
friendly  attentions— in  fhort,  Sir,  I  want  word*  to  ex- 
prefs  my  fenfe  of  obligations • 

Sir  John.  Fie,  fie,  no  more  of  them.  By  my  laft  let 
ters,  1  find  that  my  old  friend,  the  re&or,  frill  continues 
in  good  health,  confidering  his  advanced  years.  You 
may  imagine  1  am  far  from  dc firing  the  death  offo  wor 
thy  and  pious  a  man  ;  yet,  I  muft,  own,  at  this  time,  I 
could  wilh  you  were  in  prders,  as  you  might  then  per 
form  the  ceremony  of  my  daughter's  marriage ;  which 
would  give  me  a  fccret  fatisfaclion. 

Lion.  No  doubr,  Sir,  any  office  in  my  power,  that 
could  be  iiiftrnmental  to  the  happinefs  of  any  in  your 
family,  I  ihould  perform  with  pleafure. 

Sir  John.  Why,  really,  Lionel,  from  the  character  of 
her  intended  hufband,  I  have  no  room  to  doubt,  but  this 
match  will  makeClarifia  perfectly  happy  :  to  be  fure,  the 
alliance  is  the  moft  eligible,  for  both  families. 

Lion.  If  the  gentleman  is  fenfible  of  his  happinefs  in 
the  alliance,  Sir. 

S-rJohn.  The  fondnefs  of  a  father  is  always  fufpecled  of 
partiality  ;  yet,  I  believe,  I  may  venture  to  fay,  that  few 
young  women  will  be  found  more  unexceptionable  than 
my  daughter :  her  perfon  is  agreeable,  her  temper  fweet, 
her  underilanding  good  ;  and,  with  the  obligations  (he 
has  to  your  inftruftion 

Lion.  You  do  my  endeavours  too  much  honour,  Sir ; 
I  have  been  able  to  add  nothing  to  Mifs  Flowerdale's  ac- 
compliihments,  but  a  little  knowledge  in  matters  of  fniall 
importance  to  a  mind  already  fo  well  improved. 

Sir  John.  I  don't  think  fo  ;  a  little  knowledge,  even  ia 

thofe  matters,  is  neceifary  for  a  woman,  in  whom,  I  am 

far  from   confidering  ignorance  as  a  delireable  characler- 

iliic  :  when  intelligence  is  not  attended  with  impertinent 

C  affectation  i 
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a  Sedation,  it  teaches  them  to  judge  with  precifion,  and 
gives  them  a  degree  of  folidity  necefikry  for  the  compa 
nion  of  a  fenfible  man. 

Lion.  Yonder's  Mr.  Jenkins :  I  fancy  he's  looking  for 
you,  Sir. 

Sir  John.  I  fee  him ;  he's  come  back  from  Colonel 
Oldboy's ;  I  have  a  few  words  to  fay  to  him ;  and  will 
return  to  you  again  in  a  minute. 


SCENE    VIII. 

LIONEL  :  afterwards  CLARISSA,  and  then  JENNY,  who 
enten  abruptly  and  rum  out  again* 

Lien.  To  be  a  burthen  to  one's  felf,  to  xvage  conti 
nual  war  with  one's  own  paffions,  forced  to  combat,  un 
able  to  overcome  !  But  fee,  (he  appears,  whofe  prefence 
turns  all  my  (offerings  into  tranfporr,  and  makes  even 
mife/y  itfelf  delightful. 

Perhaps,  Madam,  you  are  not  at  leifure  now  ;  other- 
wife,  if  you  thought  proper,  we  would  relume  the  fub- 
je<51  we  were  upon  yefterday. 

Clar.  I  am  fure,  Sir,  'l  |;ive  you  a  great  deal  of 
trouble. 

Lion.  Madam  you  give  me  no  trouble  ;  I  fhould  think 
every  hour  of  my  life  happily  employed  in  your  fervice; 
and  as  this  is  probably  the  laft  time  I  fhallhave  the  fatis- 
faclion  of  attending  you  upon  the  fame  occafion— — » 

Clar.  Upon  my  word,  Mr.  Lionel,  I  think  my  felf  ex 
tremely  obliged  to  you  ;  and  (hall  ever  confider  the  en 
joyment  of  your  friendmip 

Lion.  My  friendfhip,  Madam,  can  be  of  little  moment 
to  you  ;  but  if  the  moft  perfecl  adoration,  if  the  warm- 
eft  wifhes  for  your  felicity,  though  I  fliould  never  be  wit- 
nefs  of  it :  if  thefe,  Madam,  can  have  any  merit  to  con 
tinue  in  your  remembrance,  a  man  once  honoured  with  a 
/hare  of  your  efteem 

Clar.  Hold  Sir— I  think  I  hear  fomebody. 

Lion.  If  you  pleafe,  Madam,  we  will  turn  over  this 
celeilial  globe  once  more — Have  you  looked  at  the  book 
I  l«ft  you  yeiterday  ? 

C'ar, 
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C/ar.  Really,  Sir,  I  have  been  fo  much  difturbed  ia 
my  thoughts  tor  thefe  two  or  three  days  part,  that  I  have 
not  been  able  to  look  at  any  thing. 

Lion.  I  am  forry  to  hear  that  Madam  j  I  hope  there 
was  nothing  particular  to  dillurb  you.  The  care  Sir 
John  takes  to  difpofe  of  your  hand  in  a  manner  fuitable 
to  your  birth  and  fortune. 

C/ar.  1  don't  know,  Sir ; — I  own  I  am  difturbed ;  I 
own  I  am  uneafy  ;  there  is  fomething  weighs  upon  my 
heart,  which  I  would  fain  difclofe. 

Lion.  Upon  your  heart,  Madam  !  did  you  fay  your 
heart  ? 

C/ar.    I  did,   Sir,— I 

J<n.  Madam  !  Madam  !  Here's  a  coach  and  fix  driv 
ing  up  the  avenue  :  It's  Colonel  Oldboy's  family;  and, 
I  believe  the  gentleman  is  in  it,  that's  coming  to  court 
you.— Lord,  I  mult  run  and  have  a  peep  at  him  out  of 
the  window. 

Lion.  Madam,  I'll  take  my  leave. 

C/ar..  Why  fo  Sir  ? — Blefs  me,  Mr.  Lionel,  what's 
the  matter  ! — You  turn  pale. 

Lion.  Madam ! 

C/ar.  Pray  fpeak  to  me,  Sir. — You  tremble;— Tell 
me  the  caufe  or  this  fudden  change.— How  are  you.— 
Where's  your  diforder  ? 

Lion.  Oh  fortune  !  fortune  ! 

You  ajk  me  in  <vain, 

Of  what  ills  1  complain, 
Where  harbours  the  torment  1  fnd ; 

In  my  lead,   in  my  heart, 

It  invades  e<vry  part, 
dndfubduei  both  my  body  and  mind* 

Each  ejf'ort  I  try, 

E'u'ry  rr.ca'cine  apply, 
The  pangs  of  my  foul  to  appeafe  ; 

But  dconid  to  endure* 

What  I  mean  for  a  cure, 
Turn  pjifon  and  fttdi  the  difeafe. 
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SCENE    IX. 

CLARISSA,  DIANA. 

Dian.  My  dear  ClarifTa — I'm  glad  I  have  found  you 
alone. — For  Heaven's  fake,  don't  let  any  one  break  in. 
upon  us ; — and  give  me  leave  to  fit  down  with  you  A 
little  : — I  am  in  fuch  a  tremour,  fuch  a  panic- — 

Clar*  Mercy  on  us,  what  has  happened  ? 

Dian.  You  may  remember  I  told  you,  that  when  I 
was  lad  winter  in  London,  I  was  followed  by  an  odious 
fellow,  one  Harman  ;  I  can't  fay  but  the  wretch  pleafed 
me,  though  he  is  but  a  younger  brother,  and  not  worth 
fix  pence  :  And — in  fhorr,  when  I  was  leaving  town,  I 
promifed  to  corrcfpond  with  him. 

Clar.  Do  you  think  that  was  prudent  ? 

Dian.  Madnefs  !  But  tkis  is  not  the  word',  for  what 
do  you  think,  the  xrreature  had  the  aflurance  to  write  to 
me  about  three  weeks  ago,  defiring  permiflioii  to  come 
tiown  and  fpend  the  fummer  at  my  father's. 

Clar.  At  your  father's  ! 

Dian.  Ay,  who  never  faw  him,  knows  nothing  of  him, 
and  would  as  foon  cunfent  to  my  marrying  a  horfe  joc 
key.  He  told  me  ti  long  {lory  of  feme  tale  he  intended 
to  invent  to  miikemy  father  receive  him  as  an  indifferent 
per fon  ;  and  feme  gentlemen  in  London,  he  faid,  would 
procure  him  a  letter  that  fhould  give  it  a  face  ;  and  he 
longed  10  fee  me  fo,  he  faid,  tie  could  not  live  without 
it ;  and  if  he  could  be  permitted  but  to  fpend  a  week 
with  me • 

Clar.  Well,  and  what  anftver  did  you  make  ? 

Dian.  Oh  !  abufed  him,  and  refilled  to  liilen  to  any 
fuch  thing — But — I  vow  I  tremble  while  I  tell  it  you — 
Juft  before  we  left  our  houfe,  the  impudent  monfler  ar 
rived  there,  attended  by  a  couple  of  fei  vants,  and  is  now 
actually  coining  here  with  my  father. 

C/«r.Upon  my  word,  this  is  a  dreadful  thing. 

Dian  Dreadful,  my  dear  ! — I  happened  to  beat  the 
window  as  he  caire  into  the  court,  and  1  declare  I  had 
like  to  have  fainted  away. 

C.ar.  Isn't  my  Lady  below  ? 

Dian» 


A  COMIC  OPERA.  if 

Dian.  Yes,  and  I  muf!  run  down  to  her.  You'll  have 
my  brother  here  prcfently  too,  he  would  fain  have  come 
in  the  coach  with  my  mother  and  me,  but  my  father  in- 
lilted  on  his  walking  with  him  over  the  fields. 

C/ar.  Well,  Diana,  with  regard  to  your  affair — I  think 
you  muft  find  fome  method  of  i.n mediately  informing 
this  gentleman  that  you  confider  the  outrage  he  has  com 
mitted  againft  you  in  the  mod  heinous  light,  and  infill 
upon  his  going  away  directly. 

Dian.  Why,  I   believe  that  will  be  the  bed  way 
but  then  he'll  be  begging  my  pardon  and  afking  to  flay. 

C/ar.  Why  then  you  muft  rell  him  pofitively  you  won't 
confent  to  it ;  and  if  he  perfifts  in  fo  extravagant  a  de- 
fign,  tell  him  you'll  never  fee  him  again  us  long  as  you 
live. 

Dian.  Muft  I  tell  him  fo  ? 

Ah  /  pr'jt bee /pare  me,  •  dear  eft  creature  ! 

How  can  you  prompt  me  to  fo  much  ill-nature  ?   • 

Knteling  before  me, 

Should  I  hear  him  implore  me  ; 

Cou'd  I  aecufe  him, 

Cou'dlrefifehim 

The  boon  hejboiid  aft  ? 

Set. not  a  lower  the  cruel  tajk+ 

No,  believe  me,  my  dear, 

Was  be  now  Ji  an  ding  here,  . 

In  f pit e  of  my  frights,  and  alarm: 

I  might  rate  him,  might  f cold  him   '  •  •» 

RutJboudJHUjiri<ve  to  hold  him* 

And  Jink  at  laji  into  Jy'u 


SCENE    X. 
CLARISSA.  . 

How  eafy  to  direct  the  conduct  of  others,  how  hard  tJ 

regulate  our  own  !  I  can  give  my  friend  advice,  while  I 

am  confcious  of  the  fame-  indifcretions  in  myfeU.     Yet  is- 

it  criminal  to  know  the  molt  worchy,  molt' amiable  mau- 

C  3  hi 
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in  the  world,  and  not  to  be  infenfible  to  his  merit  ?  But 
my  father,  the  kindeft,  beft  of  fathers,  will  he  approve 
the  choice  1  have  made  ?  Nay,  has  he  not  made  another 
choice  for  me  ?  And,  after  all,  how  can  I  be  fure  that 
the  man  I  love,  loves  me  again  ?  He  never  told  me  fo  ; 
but  his  looks,  his  actions,  his  prefent  anxiety  fufficiently 
declare  what  his  delicacy,  his  generofity,  will  not  fufter 
him  to  utter. 


Ye  gloomy  thoughts,  ye  fears 
Like  fallen  vapours  a 

And  fcatter  in  the  ivind  ; 


Delufive  phantoms  ,  brood  of  right 
JV0  more  tny  Jlckly  fancy  f  right  ^ 
No  more  my  reafon  blind: 

'Tis  done  ;   1  feel  tny  foul  released 
The  <vifions  fly,  the  nijh  are  chaf 
Nor  leave  a  cloud  behind, 


SCENE    XL 

Changes  to  A  Side  View  of  Sir  JOHN    FLOWERDALE*/ 
tloufe,  with  Gates ,  and  a  Projpeft  of  the  Garden. 

H  A  R  M  A  N  enters  with  Colonel  O  L  D  B  o  r . 

CoL  Well,  and  how  does  my  old  friend  Dick  Rantum 
do  ?  I  have  not  feen  him  thefe  twelve  years :  he  was  an 
honefl  worthy  fellow  as  ever  breathed  ;  I  remember  he 
kept  a  girl  in  London,  and  was  curfedly  plagued  by  his 
wife's  relations. 

Har.  Sir  Richard  was  always  a  man  of  fpirit,  Colonel. 

Col.  But  as  to  this  bufmeis  of  yours,  which  he  tells 
me  of  in  his  letter — I  don't 'fee  much  in  it — An  affair 
with  a  citizen's  daughter— pinked  her  brother  in  a  duel- 
Is  the  fellow  likely 'to  die  ? 

Har.  Why,  Sir,  we  hope  not ;  but  as  the  matter  is 
dubious,  and  will  probably  make  fome  noife,  I  thought 
it  was  better  to  be  for  a  little  tinae  out  of  the  way  ;  when 

hearing 
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hearing  my  cafe  Sir  Richard  Rantum  mentioned  you  ; 
he  faid,  he  was  Cure  you  would  permit  me  to  remain  at 
your  houfe  for  a  few  days,  and  ottered  me  a  recommen 
dation. 

Col.  And  there's  likely  to  be  a  brat  in  the  c:ire — And 
the  girl's  friends  are  in  bufmefs— I'll  tell  you  vvh;it  will 
be  the  confequence  then — They  will  be  for  going  to  la./ 
with  you  for  a  maintenance — but  no  matter,  I'll  take 
the  aft'air  in  hand  for  you — make  me  your  (olicitor  ;  and, 
if  you  are  obliged  to  pay  for  a  fingle  fpoonful  of  pap,  I'll 
be  content  to  father  all  the  children  in  the  Foundling 

T  r    r    •      i 

Hofpital. 

Har.  You  are  very  kind,  Sir. 

Co/.  But  hold — hark  you — you  fay  there's  money  to 
be  had — fuppofe  you  were  to  marry  the  wench  ? 

Har.  Do  you  think,  Sir,  that  would  be  fo  right  after 
what  has  happened?  Befides,  there's  a  llronger  objec 
tion — To  tell  you  the  truth,  I  am  honourably  in  love  in 
another  place. 

Col.  Oh  (  you  nre. 

Har.  Yes,"  Sir,  but  there  are  obftacles — A  father- 
In  fhort,  Sir,  the  milkefs  of  my  heart  lives  in  this 
very  county,  which  makes  even  my  prefent  fituation  a 
little  irkfome. 

Col.  In  this  county  !  Zounds !  Then  I  am  fure  I  am 
acquainted  with  her,  and  the  firfl  letter  of  her  name 
is 

Har.  Excufe  me,  Sir,  I  have  fome  particular  rea- 
fons 

Col.  But  look  who  comes  yonder — Ha  !  ha  !  ha !  My 
fon  picking  his  fleps  like  a  dancing-mafter.  Pr'ythee, 
Harman,  go  into  the  houfe,  and  let  my  wife  and  daugh 
ter  know  we  are  come,  while  I  go  and  have  fome  fport 
wiu'i  him  :  they  will  introduce  you  to  Sir  John  Flower- 
dale. 

Har.  Then,  Sir,  I'll  take  the  liberty  — 

CoL  But  d'ye  hear,  I  mult  have  a  little  more  difcourfc 
with  you  about  this  girl ;  perhaps  (he's  a  neighbour  of 
mine,  and  I  may  be  of  fervice  to  you. 

Har.  Well,  remember  Colonel  I  (hall  try  your  friend- 
(hip. 

Indulging 
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Indulgent  fotw'rs,  if  ever 

You  mark'd  a  tender  fuofwt 
O  bend  in  kind  compajfion. 

And  hear  a  /over  now  : 

For  titltSy  'wealthy  and  honours^ 

While  others  crvwd  your  Jhrine  ; 
/  ajk  this  only  blejfing, 
Let  her  I  love  be  mine. 


SCENE    XII. 

Colonel  O  L  D  B  o  Y  ,  M, r.  J  E  s  s  A  M  Y  ,  and  federal  Servants* 

Co!.  Why,  Zounds  '  one  would  think  you  had  never 
put  your  feet  to  the  ground  before  ;  you  make  as  much 
work  about  walking  a  quarter  of  a  mile,  as  if  you  had 
gone  a  pilgrimage  to  Jerufalem. 

Mr.  Je/.  Colonel,  you  have  ufed  me  extremely  ill,  to 
drag  me  through  the  dirty  roads  in  this  manner;  you 
told  me  the  way  was  all  over  a  bowling-green  ;  only  fee 
what  a  condition  I  am  in  ! 

CoL  Why,  how  did  I  know  the  roads  were  dirty  ?  is 
that  my  fault  ?  Befides,  we  miftook  kthe  way.  Zounds, 
man,:  your  legs  will  be  never  the  worfe  when  they  are 
brufhed  a  little. 

Mr.  Jeff.  Antoine  !  have  you  fent  -La  Rogue  for  the 
{hoes  and  ftockings  ?  Give  me  the  glafs  out  of  your  poc 
ket — not  a  duft  of  powder  left  in  my  hair,  and  the  frif- 
fure  as  flat  as  the  fore-top  of  an  attorney's  clerk — get 
your  comb  and  pomatum  ;  you  muft  borrow  fome  pow 
der  ;  I  fuppofe  there's  fuch  a  thing  as  a  dreffing-room  in 
the  houfe  ? 

Col.  Ay,  and  a  cellar  too,  I  hope,  for  I  want  a  glafs 
of  wine  curfedly — but  hold  !  hold  !  Frank,  where  are 
you  going  ?  Stay,  and  pay  your  devoirs  here,  if  you 
pleafe  i  I  fee  there's  fomebody  coming  out  to  welcome  us. 


•SCENE 
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SCENE    XIII. 

Co/one/   OLDBOY,     Mr.    JESSAMY,    LIONEL,    DIANA, 
CLARISSA. 

Lion.  Colonel  your  moft  obedient ;  Sir  John  is  walk 
ing  with  my  Lady  in  the  garden,  and  has  commiffioned 
me  to  receive  you. 

Col.  Mr.  Lionel,  I  am  heartily  glad  to  fee  you— ccme 
here,  Frank — this  is  my  Ton,  Sir. 

Lion.  Sir,  I  am  exceeding  proyd  to 

Mr.  Jeff.  Can't  you  get  the  powder  then  ? 

Col.  Mifs  Clary,  my  little  Mifs  Clary — give  me  a  kifs 
my  dear — as  handfome  as  an  angel  by  heavens — Frank, 
why  don't  you  come  here  ?  this  is  Mifs  Flowerd-aie. 

Dian.  Oh  Heavens  Clarifla!  Juft  as  1  laid,  that  im 
pudent  devil  is  come  here  with  my  father. 

Mr.  Jtffl  Had'nt  we  better  go  into  the  houfe? 

To  be  made  in  fucb  a  pickle  ! 
Will  you  plet'fe  to  lead  the  way^  Sir  ? 
Col. '         Arg,  but  if  you  pleufe,  you  may  5/r, 
Fur  precedence  none  nuilijlicle. 

Dian. Brother,  no  politenefs  ?  Bleft  mt  ! 

Will  you  ;/;/  your  band  befto<w  ? 
Lead  the  Lady. 

Clar. — Don't  a'ljlrtfi  me\ 

Dear  Diana  let  him  go. 
Mr.  Jeff.   Ma'am  permit  me. 

Col. Smoke  the  beau. 

A.  2.          Crutl  mufl  7,   can  1  bear  ; 
Ob  ad-vfrje  Jiar-s*! 

Obfatefwere  ! 
Erjtt,   tormented. 
Each  hope  prevented : 

Col.          Nan  but  the  bra<ve  defer-ve  t be  fair \ 
Come  Ma  am  let  me  lead  you  : 
AVze,   <$/>,    I  precede  you* 
A.  <J«  Lo-Vffs  inujl  ill  ufage  bear* 

Oh  ativtrft/lars!   oh  f  te  fevere  f 
None  but  the  brave  dfferve  the  fair. 

ACT 
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A  C  T     II.       S  C  E  N  E     I. 


A  Hall,  in  Sir  John  FLOVVERD ALE'S  Houfe,  <v:itk  the 

of  a  grand  Stair-caje,  through  an  Arch.  On  dtber  Sid's 
of  the  Stair  caff  &efaiv9  two  Doors^  leading  from  different 
Apartments* 

L  ION  E  L  enters  follow td  ly  JE  N  N  y» 

Jen.  Well,  but  Mr.  Lionet,  confider,  pray  confider 
now  ,•  how  can  you  be  fo  prodigious  undifcreet  as  you 
are,  walking  about  the  hall  here,  while  the  gentlefolks 
are  within  in  the  parlour  !  Don't  you  think  they'll  won 
der  at  your  getting  up  fo  foon  after  dinner,  and  before 
any  of  the  reft  of  the  company  ? 

Lion.  For  Heaven's  fake,  Jenny,  don't  fpeak  to  me : 
I  neither  know  where  I  am,  nor  what  I  am  doing  ;  I  am 
the  molt  wretched  and  miferable  of  mankind. 

Jen.  Poor  dear  foul  I  pity  you.  Yes,  yes,  I  believe 
you  are  miferable  enough  indeed  ;  and  I  allure  you  I 
have  pitied  you  a  great  while,  and  fpoke  many  a  word  in 
your  favour,  when  you  little  thought  you  had  fuch  a 
friend  in  a  corner. 

Lion.  But,  good  Jenny,  fince,  by  fome  accident  or 
other,  you  have  been  able  to  difcover  what  I  would  wil 
lingly  hide  from  all  the  world ;  I  conjure  you,  as  you 
regard  my  intereft,  as  you  value  your  Lady's  peace  and 
honour,  never  let  the  moil  diftant  hint  of  it  efcapeyou  ; 
for  it  is  a  fecret  of  that  importance — - 

Jen.  And,  perhaps,  you  think  I  can't  keep  a  fecret. 
Ah  !  Mr.  Lionel,  it  mult  be  hear,  fee,  and  fay  nothing 
in  this  world,  or  one  has  no  bufinefs  to  live  in  it ;  befides 
who  would  not  be  in  love  with  my  Lady  ?  There's  never 
a  man  this  day  alive  but  might  be  proud  of  it  j  for  fhe  is 

the 
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rthe  handfomeft,  fweeteft  temperdeft !  And  I  am  fure  one 
of  the  beft  miitrefles,  ever  poor  girl  had. 

Lion.  Oh  Jenny  !  She's  an  angel. 

Jen.  And  ib  (he  is  indeed — Do  you  knoiv  that  me  gave 
me  her  blue  and  lilver  fuck  to  day,  and  it  is  every  crum 
as  good  as  new  ;  and,  go  things  as  they  will,  don't  you 
be  fretting  and  vexing  yourfelf,  ror  I  am  mortally  fartain 
ihe  would  liverer  fee  a  toad  than  this  Jeflamy.  Though 
I  muft  fay,  to  my  thinking,  he's  a  very  likely  man  ;  and 
a  finer  pair  of  eye-brows,  and  a  more  delicate  nofe  I  never 
faw  on  a  face! 

Lion.  By  Heavens  I  (hall  run  mad. 

Jen.  And  why  fo  ?  It  is  not  beauty  that  always  takes 
the  fancy  :  moreover,  to  let  you  know,  if  it  was,  I  don't 
think  him  any  more  to  compare  to  you,  than  a  thiftle  is 
to  a  carnation  :  and  .fo's  a  iign  ;  for,  mark  my  words, 
my  Lady  loves  you,  as  much  as  (he  hates  him. 

Lion.  What  you  tell  me,  Jenny,  is  a  thing  I  neither 
merit  nor  expert :  No,  J  am  unhappy,  and  let  me  con 
tinue  fo ;  my  moft  prefumptuous  thoughts  (hall  never 
carry  me  to  a  wi(h  that  may  affect  her  quiet,  or  give  her 
caufe,  to  repent. 

Jen.  Thai's  very  honourable  of  you  I  muft  needs  fay  ! 
but  for  all  that,  liking's  liking,  and  one  can't  help  it ; 
and  if  it  (hould  be  my  Lady's  cafe  it  is  no  fault  of  yours. 
I  am  fure,  when  (he  called  Kie  into  her  dreliing-room, 
before  (he  went 'down  to  dinner,  there  (he  itood  with  her 
eyes  brim  full  of  tears ,  and  fo  I  fell  a  crying  for  com 
pany—  and  then  (he  faid  (he  could  not  abide  the  chap  in 
the  parlour ;  and  at  the  fame  time,  (he  bid  me  take  an 
opportunity  to  (peak  to  you,  and  defire  you  to  meet  her 
in  the  garden  this  evening  after  tea;  for  (lie  has  feme- 
thing  to  fey  to  you. 

Lton.  Jenny,  I  fee  you  are  my  friend ;  for  which  I 
thank  you,  though  1  Know  it  is  impoffible  to  do  me  any 
fervice  ;  take  this  ring  and  wear  it  for  my  fake. 

Jen.  I  am  very  much  obliged  to  your  honour ;  I  arn 
your  friend  indeed — but,  I  fay,  you  won't  forget  to  be 
in  the  garden  now  ;  and  in  the  mean  time  keep  as  little 
in  'he  houfe  as  you  can,  for  walls  have  eyes  and  ears  ; 
and  I  cau  teH  you  the  fervants  take  notice  of  your  unea- 
finefs,  tho'  I  am  always  tlefiring  them  to  mind  their  own 
buiinefs. 

lim 
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Lion.  Pray  have  a  care  Jenny,  have  a  care  my  dear 
girl,  a  word  may  breed  fufpicion. 

Jen.  Pfha  !  have  a  care  yourfelf  ;  it  is  you  that  breeds 
fufpicion,  fighing  and  pining  about  ;  you  look  for  all  the 
world  like  a  ghoft  ;  and  if  you  don't  pluck  up  your  fpi- 
rits  you  will  be  a  ghoft  foon  ;  letting  things  get  the  bet 
ter  of  you.  Though  to  be  fure  when  I  thinks  with  my- 
felf,  being  crofs'd  in  love  is  a  terrible  thing  —  There  was 
a  young  man  in  the  town  where  I  was  born  made  away 
with  himfelf  upon  the  account  of  it. 

Lion.  Things  (han't  get  the  better  of  me  Jenny. 

yen.  No  more  they  don't  ought.  And  once  again  I 
fay,  fortune  is  thrown  in  your  difli  and  you  are  not  to 
fling  it  out  ;  my  Lady's  eftate  will  be  better  than  three 
bifhopricks  if  Sir  John  could  give  them  to  you.  Think 
ef  that  Mr.  Lionel,  think  of  that. 

Lion.  Think  of  what  ? 


Ok  talk  not  to  me  of  the  wealth  /he 
My  hopes  and  tny  views  to  herfelf  1  confine  j 
The  fylendour  of  riches  but  flight  ly  itnpreffes 
A  heart  that  is  fraught  with  a  faffiyn  li 


"By  love,  only  love,  Jhwld  our  fouls  be  cemented  ; 
No  infreft,  no  motive,   but  that  ivcu  V  1  own  j 
With  her  in  a  cottage  'be  blej]  and  contented, 
And  wretched  without  her,  tho'  placed  on  a  throne. 


SCENE    II. 
JENNY,  G/W/OLDBOY. 

CW.  Very  well,  my  Lady,  I'll  come  again  to  you  pre* 
fently,  I  am  only  going  into  the  garden  for  a  mouthful 
of  air.  Aha!  my  little  Abigal  !*  Here  Molly,  Jenny, 
Betty  \  Whai's  your  name  ?  Why  don't  you  anfwer.  me, 
hufiey,  when  I  call  you  ? 

Jen.  If  you  want  any  thing,  Sir,  e'll  call  one  of  the 
footmen. 

CoL  The  footmen  !  the  footmen  I'Damn  me,  I  never 
knew  one  of  them,  in  my  life,  that  would'm  prefer  a 

raical 
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rafcal  to  a  gentleman—Come  here,  you  tlut,  put  your 
hands  about  my  neck  and  kits  me. 
Jen.  Who,  'I,  Sir  ! 

Co/.  Ay,  here's  money  for  you  ;  what  the  devil  arc 
you  afraid  of  ?  I'll  take  you  into  keeping  ;  you  fliall  go 
and  live  at  one  of  my  tenant's  houfes, 

Jen.  1  wonder  you  are'nt  afhamed,  Sir,  to  make  an 
honeft  girl  any  fuch  propoii.il  ;  you  that  have  a  worthy 
gentlewoman,  nay,  a  Lady  ot  your  o\vn — To  be  lure 
fhe's  a  little  itricken  in  years ;  but  why  flu  uldn't  (he  gi'o.v 
elderly  as  well  as  yourfelt  f 

Ca/.  Burn  a  lady,  J  love  a  pretty  girl— 

Jen,  Well,  then  you  may  go  look  for  one,  Sir,  I  hive 
no  pretenfions  to  the  title. 

Col.  Why,  you  pert  baggage,  you  don't  know  me. 

Jen.  What  do  you  pinch  my  fingers  for  ?  Yes,  yes, 
I  know  you  well  enough,  and  your  charekter's  well 
known  all  over  the  country,  running  after  poor  young 
creatures  as  you  do,  to  ruinate  them. 

Col.  What,  then  people  fay 

Jtn.  Indeed,  they  talk  very  bad  of  you  ;  and  what 
ever  you  may  think,  Sir,  tho'  I'm  in  a  menial  (hrion, 
I'm  come  ol  people  that  won'd'nt  fee  me  put  upon  ; 
there  are  thofe  that  wouM  take  my  part  rgainft  the 
proudeft  he  in  the  land,  that  lliould  offer  any  thin*  un- 
ctvil. 

Col.  Well,  come,  let  me  know  now,  how  does  your 
young  Lady  like  my  fon  ? 

Jen.  You  want  to  pump  me  do  you  ?  I  fuppofe  you 
would  know  whether  I  can  keep  my  tongue  within  my 
teeth. 

Col.  She  does'nt  like  him  then  ? 

Jen.  I  don't  fay  fo,  $ir — Isn't  this  a  fliame  now — I 
fuppofe  to-morrow  or  next  day  it  will  be  reported  that 
Jenny  has  been  taikingr,  Jenny  faid  that,  nnd  t'other— 
3ut  here,  Sir,  I  ax  y\ni,  *Did  I  tell  you  any  fuch  thing  ? 

Col.  Why  yes,  you  did. 

Jen.  I ! — Lord  bids  me,  how  can  you— -* 

CoL  Ad  I'll  mouzlc  vou. 

Jen.  Ah  !  ah  ! 

Col.  What  do  you  bawl  for  ? 

Jfr»  Ah  \  ah  !  ah  I 

D 
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Indeed,  fvrfootb,  a  pretty  youth, 
To  play  the  ar/irous  fool ; 

At  jucb  an  age,  met hinks  your  ragt 
Might  be  a  little  cool. 

Fie,  let  me  go,  Sir. 
Kifs  me  / — No,  no,  Six* 

You  pull  me  and  jhake  me*, 
For  ivhat  do  you  take  me, 
This  figure  to  make  me  ? 

Id  have  you  to  know 
Vm  not  for  your  game,  Sir  ; 
Nor  will  I  be  tame,  Sir* 
Lord,  have  you  no  Jhame,  Sir,. 

To  tumble  one  fo  ? 


SCENE    III. 
G?/0»*/OLDBOY,  Lady  MARY,  DIANA,  HARMAN. 

Lady  M.  Mr.  Oldboy,  won't  you  give  me  your  hand 
to  lead  me  up  (lairs,  my  dear  ?— Sir,  I  am  prodigioufly 
obliged  to  you  ;  I  proteft  I  have  not  been  fo  well,  I  don't 
k«ow  when  :  J  have  had  no  return  of  my  bilious  com 
plaint  after  dinner  to  day  ;  and  eat  fo  voraciouily  !  Did 
you  obferve  Mifs  r  Doctor  Arfnic  will  be  quite  aftoniihed 
when  he  hears  it ;  furely  his  new  invented  medicine  has 
done  me  a  prodigious  deal  of  fervice. 

Col.  Ah  !  you'll  always  be  taking  one  flop  or  other  till 
you  poifon  yourfelf. 

Lady  M.  It  brought  Sir  Barnaby  Drugg  from  death/s 
door,  after  having  tried  the  Spaw  and  Briftol  waters 
without  effecl: :  it  is  good  for  fever  il  hing?,  in  many  fo- 
vereign,  as  in  colds  and  confumptions,  and  lownefs  of 
fpirits  j  it  corrects  the  humours,  rrc~tifies  the  juices,  re 
gulates  the  nervous  f\  flem  j  creates  an  appetite,  pre 
vents  flufbings  and  ficknefs  after  meals  ;  as  alfo  vain  fears 
and  head-achs ;  it  is  the  iinefl  thing  in  the  world  for  an 

afthma ; 
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aflhma  ;  and  no  body  that  takes  it,  is  ever  troubled  with 
hyfterics. 

Col.  Give  me  a  p:nch  of  your  Lord  (hip's  fnuff. 

Lady.  M.  This  is  a  mighty  pretty  fort  or  man,  Colo 
nel,  who  is  he  ! 

Co/.  A  young  fellow,  my  Lady,  recommended  to  me. 

Lady  M.  I  proteft  he  has  the  fvveeteft  tafte  for  poetry  ! 
— He  has  lepeated  to  me  two  or  three  of  his  own  thin.;*  ; 
and  I  have  been  telling  him  of  the  poem  my  late  brother 
Lord  JeflTary  made  on  the  moufe  that  was  drowned. 

Col.  Ay,  a  fine  ful*j^tt  tor  a  poem  ;  a  moirit-  that  was 
drowned  in  a 

Lady  M.  Hufli,  my  dear  Colonel,  don't  mention  it  ; 
to  be  furc  the  circum dance  was  vailly  indelicate  ;  but  for 
the  number  of  lines,  the  poem  was  as  charming  a  morlel 
8-4  heard  the  Earl  of  Punlcy  fiy,  who  undeiftoud  Latin, 
that  it  was  equal  to  any  thing  in  Catullus. 

Oil.  Well,  how  did  you  like  your  fen's  behaviour  at 
dinner,  Madam  ?  I  thought  the  girl  looked  a  little  afkew 
at-  him— Why,  he  found  fault  with  every  thing,  and 
contradicted  every  body ! 

Lady  M.  Softly — Mifs  Flowerdale  I  understand  has  de- 
fired  a  private  conference  with  him. 

Co/.  What,  Harman,  have  you  got  entertaining  my 
daughter  thtre  ?  Come  hither,  Dy  ;  has  he  been  giving 
you  a  hiilo-ry  of  the  accident  that  brought  him  dou  u 
here  ? 

Dian.  No,  Papa,  the  gentleman  has  been  telling  he— 

Lady  M.  No  matter  what  Mifs — 'tis  not  polite  to  re 
peat  what  has  been  faid. 

Co/.  Well,  well,  my  Lady,  you   know   the   compact 

we  made  ;  the  boy  is  yours,  the  girl  mine Give  me 

your  hand  Dy. 

Lady  A/.  Colonel  I  have  done — Pray,  Sir,  was  there 
any  news  when  you  left  London  ;  any  thing  about  the 
Eaft-Indies,  the  miniftry,  or  politics  of  any  kind  ?  I  an* 
ilrangely  fond"  of  politics  :  but  I  hear  nothing  lince  my 
Lord  Jetfamy*s  death  ;  he  ufed  to  write  to  me  all  the 
affairs  of  the  nation,  for  he  was  a  very  great  politician 
himfelf.  I  have  a  manufcript  fpeech  or  his  in  my  cabi 
net — He  never  fpoke  it,  but  it  is  as  fine  a  thing  as  ever 
came  from  man  f 

D  2  Col. 
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Co!.  What  is  that  crawling  on  your  Ladyfhip's  petti 
coat  ? 

Lady  M.  Where !  Where  ! 

Co!.  Zounds  !  a  fpider  with  legs  as  long  as  my  arm. 

Lady  M.  Oh  Heavens !  Ah  don't  let  me  look  at  it  ? 
I  {hall  faint,  I  fhall  faint  ?  A  fpider  \  a  fpider  I  a  fpider ! 


SCENE    IV. 
Co/one I  OLD  BOY,  DIANA,  HARMAN. 

Co/.  Hold ;  zounds  let  her  go  ;  I  knew  the  fpider 
would  fet  her  a  galloping,  with  her  damned  fufs  about 
her  brother  my  Lord  Jefiamy. — Harman  come  here.— 
How  do  you  like  my  daughter  ?  Is  the  girl  you  are  in 
love  with  as  handfome  as  this  ? 

Har.  In  my  opinion,  Sir. 

Col.  What,  as  handfpme  as  Dy  ! — I'll  lay  you  twenty 

pounds  (he  has  not  fuch  a  pair  of  eyes. He  tells  me 

he's  in  love,  Dy  ;  raging  mad  for  love,  and,  by  his  talk, 
1  begin  to  be!ie\e  him. 

Dia.  Now,  for  my  parr,  Pap;i,  I  doubt  it  very  much  ; 
though,  by  what  I  heard  the  gentleman  fay  juil  now 
within,  J  find  he  imagines  the  lady  has  a  violent  par 
tiality  for  him  ;  and  yet  he  may  be  miftaken  there  too. 

Col*  For  fliame,  Dy,  what  the  mifchief  do  you  mean  ? 
How  can  you  talk  fo  tartly  to  a  poor  young  fellow  un- 
tter  misfortunes  ?  Give  him  your  hand,  and  ?fk  his  par 
don.- — -Don't  mind  her,  Harman. For  all  this,  l"he  is 

us  good-naturn'd  a  little  devil,  as  ever  was  born. 

tiar.  You  may  remember,  Sir,  I  told  you  before  din 
ner,  that  I  had  for  fome  time  carried  on  a  private  cor- 
lefpondence  with  my  lovely  girl ;  and  that  her  father, 
\vhofe  confent  we  dei'pair  of  obtaining,  is  the  great  ob- 
Hade  to  our  happinefs. 

Col.  Why  dou't  you  carry  her  off  in  fpight  of  him, 
then  ? — I  ran  away  with  my  wife — alk  my  Lady  Mary, 
(he'll  tell  you  the  thing  herielf. — Her  old  conceited  Lord 
of  a  father  thought  I  was  not  good  enough  ;  but  I 
mounted  a  garden-wall,  notwithftanding  their  cheveux- 
d€*frize  of  broken  glals  bottles,  took  her  out  of  a  three 

pair 
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pair  of  flairs  window,  and  brought  her  down  a  ladder  in 

my   arms By   the   way,    (lie  would   have  ftjueezed 

through  a  cat-hole  to  get  at  me. — And  I  would  have 
taken  her  out  of  the  Tower  of  London,  damme,  if  U 
had  been  furrounded  with  the  three  regiments  of  guards. 

Dia.  But  furely.  Papa,  you  would  not  perfuade  the 
gentleman  to  fuch  a  proceeding  as  this  is  ;  confider  the 
noife  it  will  make  in  the  country*  and  if  you  are  known 
to  be  the  advifer  and  abettor  — 

Co/.  Why,  what  do  I  care  ?  I  fay,  if  he  takes  my  ad 
vice  he'll  run  away  with  her,  and  I'll  give  him  all  the 
niliiiance  I  can. 

liar.  I  am  fure,  Sir,  you  are  very  kind  ;  and,  to  tell 
you.  the  truth,  I  have  .more  than  once  had  the  very 
fcheme  in  my  head,  if  I  thought  it  was  feafible,  and  knew 
how  to  go  about  it. 

CoL  Feafible,  and  knew  how  ta  go  about  it !  The 
thing's  feafible  enough,  if  the  girl's  willing  to  go  off 
with  you,  and  you  have  fpirit  fufficient  to  undertake  it. 

Har.  O,  as  for  that,  Sir,  I  can  anfwer. 

Dieu  What,  Sir,  that  the  lady  will  be  willing  to  go  off 
with  you  ? 

Har.  .No,  Ma'am,  that  I  have  fpirit  enough,  to  take 
her,  if  {he  is  willing  to  go  ;  and  thus  far  I  dare  venture  to. 
promife,  that  between  this  and. to-morrow  morning  I  will 
find  out  whether  Ihe  is  or  not. 

CoL  So  he  may  ;  (he  lives  but  in  this  county  ;  and 
tell  her,  Harman,  you  have  met  with  a  friend,  who  is 
inclined  to  ferve  you.  You  (hall  have  my  poft-cteuie  at^ 
a  minute's  warning  ;  and  if  a  hundred  pieces  will  be  of 
any  ufe  to  you,  you  may  command  'em. 

Har.  And  you  are  really  ferious,  Sir  ? 

CoL  Serious ;  damme  if  I  an't.  I  have  put  twenty 
young  fellows  in  the  way  of  getting  gi  Is  that  they  never 
would  have  thought  of:  and  bring  her  to  my  houfe  j 
whenever  you  come  you  fhall  have  a  fupper  and  a  bed  ; 
but  you  mufl  marry  her  firft,  becaufe  my  Lady  will  be 
fqueamiih. 

Dia.  Well,  but,  my  dear  Papa,  upon  my  word  you 
have  a  great  deal  to  anfwer  ior  :  fuppofe  it  vas  your  own 
cafe  to  have  a  daughter  in  fuch  circumitances,  would  yoa 
be  obliged  to  any  one — 

D   3  CW- 
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Col.  Hold  your  tongue,  huffy,  who  bid  you  put  m 
your  oar  ?  However,  Harman,  I  don't  want  to  fet  you 
upon  any  thing  ;  'tis  no  affair  of  mine  to  be  fure  ;  I  only 
give  you  advice,  and  tell  you  how  I  would  ad  if  I  was  in 
your  place. 

Har.  1  allure  you,  Sir,  I  am  quite  charm'd  with  the 
advice  ;  and  fince  you  are  ready  to  {land  my  friend,  I 
am  determined  to  follow  it. 

CoL  You  are 

Hf,r.  Politively— 

CoL  Say  no  more  then  j  here's  my  hand  :  —  You  un« 
derftand  me  —  No  occafion  to  talk  any  further  of  it  at  pre- 
fent  —  When  we  are  alone  —  Dy,  take  Mr.  Harman  into 
the  drawing-room,  and  give  him  fome  tea.  —  I  fay,  Har 
man,  Mum»— 

Har.  O,  Sir. 

CoL  What  do  you  mean  by  your  grave  looks,  mi- 
ftrefs  ? 

How  curfedly  wext  the  old  fil  'knv  inill  be, 

When  be  Jinds  you  hawefnaptup  bis  daughter  ; 

But  Jhift  as  he  ot/7/,  leave  the  matter  to  me, 
And  I  warrant  youfoon  Jhall  ba<ve  caught  her* 


a  plague  and  a  psx^ 
Shall  an  ill-vatur*d  fax, 
Prevent  youth  and  beauty 
From  doing  their  duty  ? 

He  ought  to  be  fet  in  the  Jtoc&s. 
He  m  frits  the  lanv  ; 

dnd  if  we  can't  bite  him, 

By  gad  it'^V/  indite  him. 

Ha)  ha,  ba^  ha,  ha^  ha,  ha. 


SCENE    V. 
DIANA,  HARMAN. 

Diaa.  Sir,  I  aefire  to  know  what  grofs  a$s  of  impru- 
nce  you  have  ever  diicovered  in  me,  to  authorize  you 
in  this  licence,  or  make  you  imagine  I  ihould  not  flievv- 

fuel* 
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fuch  marks  of  my  refentmentasyour  monftrous  treatment 
of  me  deferves. 

Har.  Nay,  my  dear  Diana,  I  confefs  I  have  been  ra 
ther  too  b<;ld  ; — but  confider,  I  languilh'd  to  fee  you  ; 
and  when  an  opportunity  offer'd  to  give  me  that  pleafurc 
without  running  any  rifque,  either  of  your  quiet  or  re 
putation,  how  hard  was  it  to  be  refilled  ?  'Tis  true,  I 
little  thought  my  vifit  would  bo  attended  with  fuch  happy 
confequences  as' it  now  feems  to  promife. 

Dion.  What  do  you  mean  ? 

Har*  Why,  don't  you  fee  your  father  has  an  inclina 
tion  I  mould  run  away  with  you,  and  is  contriving  the 
means  himfelf  ? 

Diaa.  And  do  you  think  me  capable  of  concurring  ? 
Do  you  think  I  have  no  more  tluty  ? 

Har.  I  don't  know  that,  Mad.im  ;  I  am  fure  your  re- 
fufing  to  feize  fuch  an  opportunity  to  make  he  happy, 
gives  evident  proofs  that  you  have  very  little  love, 

Diaa.  If  there  is  no  way  to  convince  you  of  my  love 
but  by  my  indifcretiou,  you  are  welcome  to  confider  it 
in  what  light  you  pleafe. 

Har.  Was  ever  fo  unfortunate  a  dog  ? 

Diaa.  Very  pretty  this  upon  my  word  ;  but  is  it  pof- 
fible  you  can  be  in  earneft  ? 

Har.  It  is  a  matter  of  too  much  confequence  to  jeft 
about. 

Dian.  And  you  ferioufly  think  I  ought— 

Har.  You  are  fenlible  there  are  no  hopes  of  your  fa 
ther's  cooly  and  wittingly  confcntipg  to  our  marriage  ; 
chance  has  thrown  in  our  way  a  whimfical  method  of  fur- 
prizing  him  into  a  compliance,  and  why  mould  not  we 
avail  ourfelves  of  it  ? 

Dian.  And  fo  you  would  have  me— 

Har.  I  (hall  fay  no  more,  Ma'am, 

Dian.  Nay,  but,  for  Heaven's  fake 

Har.  No,  Madam  no  ;  I  have  done. 

Dian.  And  are  you  pofitively  in  this  violent  fufs  about 
the  matter,  or  only  giving  yourfclf  airs  ? 

H.ir.  You  may  fuppofe  what  you  think  proper,  Ma 
dam. 

Dian.  Well,  come  ; — let  us  go  into  the  drawing-room 
ar.ci  dring  ten,  and  afterwards  we'll  talk  of  matter*. 

Har. 
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Har.  I  won't  drink  any  tea. 

Dian,   Why  fo  ? 

liar,  Eecaufe  I  don't/like  it. 

Dian.  Not  like  it !  Ridiculous. 

Il*r,  I  wiih  you  would  let  me  alone* 

Dian.  Nay,  prythee— 

Har.  I  won't. 

Dian*  Well,  will  yeu  if  I  confent  to  a&  as  you  pleafe  ? 

Bar.  I  don't  know  whether  I  will  or  not.  " 

Vian.  Ha,  ha,  ha,  poor  Harman. 

Come  then,  pining,  peevijh  lover^ 

TV//  me  what  to  do  and  fay  ; 
from  your  doleful  dumps  recover, 

Smile,  and  it  Jhall  have  its  way. 

With  tleir  htnwurs,  thus  to  teaze  its, 

Men  are  fure  the  flrangejl  elves  ! 
Silly  creatures,  would  you  pleafe  us, 

You  Jbould  fill  Jeem  pleafd  yourfefoes. 


SCENE    VI. 
HARMAN. 

Say'il  thou  fo,  my  girl !  Then  Love  renounce  me,  if 
I  drive  not  old  Truepenny's  humour  to  the  uttermoft.— 
Let  me  condder  ; — -what  ill  confequence  can  poffibly  at 
tend  it  ? — The  defign  is  his  own,  as  in  part  will  be  the 
execution. — He  may  perhaps  be  angry  when  he  finds  out 
the  deceit. — Well^ — he  deceives  himfelf  ;  and  faults  we 
commit  ourfelves  we  feldom  find  much  difficulty  in  par 
doning. 

Hence  *with  caution,  hence  ivitb  fear, 

Beauty  prompts,   and  naught  Jhall  flay  me  $   . 

Boldly  for  that  prize  1  jleer  ; 
Rocks,  nor  winds,  nor  waves  difmay  me. 
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fe?9  roflj  lover  y  look  behind^ 

Think  -what  e~iih  may  ietid*  you  j 
Ltt-ve  a/iJ  fortune  both  nre  blind^ 

And  you  baiit  none  etfe  to  guide  you* 

SCENE    VII. 

Changes  to  a  handfome  Drrjfling-roam,  fuppcfiJ  to  ^CLA 
RISSA'/.  On  one  Side,  between  the  Wings,  is  a  Table 
<uitb  a  Gitfs,  Boxes ,  and  two  Chairs.  D/ANA  fnU/s 
before  JLSSAMV. 

Dian  Come,  brother,  I  undertake  to  be  miftrefs  of 
the  ceremony  upon  this  occafion,  and  introduce  you  to 

your  firft  audience. Mifs  FUnverJak  is  not  here,  I 

perceive  -,  but  no  matter. — 

Mr.  J'JF*  Upon  my  word,  a  pretty  elegant  dreffing- 
rooin  this;  but  confound  our  builders,  or  architects,  as 
they  call  themfelves,  they  are  all  errant  {tone-mafons  •> 
not  one  of  them  know  the  fituation  of  doors,  windows, 
or  chimnies ;  which  are  as  eflential  to  a  room  as  eyes, 
nofe  and  mouth  to  a  countenance.  Now,  if  the  eyes  are 
where  the  mouth  (hould  be,  and  the  nofe  out  of  proportion 
and  its  place,  quel  horrible  yhifiognomit \ 

Dian.  My  dear  brother,  you  are  not  come  here  as  a 
virtuofo  to  admire  the  temple  ;  but  as  a  votary  to  ad- 
ckefs  the  deity  to  whom  it  belongs.  Shew,  I  befeech 
you,  a  little  more  devotion,  and  tell  me,  how  do  you 
like  Mifs  Flowerdale  ?  don't  you  think  her  very  hand- 
fome  ? 

Mr.  Je/.  Pale  ; but  that  I  am  determined  me  fhall 

remedy  ;  for,  as  foon  as  we  are  married,  I  will  make 
her  put  on  rouge  : — Let  me  fee  ; — has  Ihe  got  any  in  her 
boxes  here  ;  Veritable  toilet  a  la  Angloife.  Nothing  but  a 
bottle  of  Hungary-water,  two  or  three  rows  of  pins,  a 
paper  of  patches,  and  a  little  bole-armoniac  by  way  of 
tooth-powder. 

Dian.  Brother,  J  would  fain  give  you  fome  advice  upon 
this  occafion,  which  may  be  ot  fervice  to  you  :  You  are 

now  going  to  entertain  a  young  Lady Let  me  prevail 

upon 


34         LIONEL   AND    CLARISSA: 

upon  yovi  to  lay  afide  thofe  airs,  on  account  of  which 
fome  people  are  impertinent  enough  to  call  you  a  cox 
comb  ;  for,  I  am  afraid,  (he  may  be  apt  to  think  you  a 
coxcomb  too,  as  I  allure  )ou  fhe  is-  very  capable  of  di- 
ftinguiihing. 

Mr.  !Jf]J\  So  much  the  vvorfe  for  me.  —  If  fhe  is  cap 
able  of  diftinguifhing,  I  (hall  meet  with  a  terrible  re- 
pulfe.  I  don't  believe  (he'll  have  me. 

Dian.  I  don't  believe  (he  will,  indeed. 

Mr.  Jrjf*  Go  on,  lifter,  —  ha,  ha,  ha. 

Dian.  I  proteft  I  am  ferious—  -Though,  I  perceive,  ., 
you  have  more  faith  in  the  counfellor  before  you  there, 
the  looking-glafs.  But  give  me  leave  to  tell  you,  it  is 
not  a  powder  'd  head,  a  lac'd  coat,  a  grimace,  a  (hrug,  a 
bow,  or  a  few  pert  phrafes,  learnt  by  rote,  that  confti- 
tute  the  power  ot  plealing  all  woman. 

Mr.  Jeff.  You  had  better  return  to  the  gentleman  and 
give  him  his  tea,  my  dear. 

Dian.  Thefe  qualifications  we  find  in  our  parrots  and 
monkies.  I  would  endertake  to  teach  Pol),  in  three 
weeks,  the  faftiionable  jargon  of  half  the  fine  men  about 
town  ;  and  I  am  fure  it  muft  be  allowed,  that  pug,  in  a 
fcarlet  cost,  b  a  gentleman  as  degage  and  alluring  aa 
moft  of  them. 

Ladies,  pray  admire  a  jSgurt^ 
Fait  fdon  le  derniere  gout. 
Firjl,  h:s  hat,  in  fize  no  bigger 
^han  a  Cbinefe  woman's  Jboe  ; 
Six  yards  of  ribbon  bind 
llii  hair  en  baton  behind-; 
While  his  fore-top's  fo 
That  in  crc-ivn  be  may  <i>i 
Witb  the  tufted  cockatoo*. 


his  nvaift  fo  long  and  tapery 
'Us  an  abfolute  thread-paper  : 
Maids  yefijl  him,  you  that  can  ; 
Odd's  life,  if  this  is  all  tb*  affair, 
r  II  clap  a  hat  cny  club  my  hair, 
dnd  coil  wyfdf  a  Man* 


SCENE 
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SCENE    VIII. 
CLARISSA,  Mr.  JESSAMV, 

Clar.  Sir,  I  took  the  liberty  to  defire  a  few  moment* 
private  convention  with  you — I  hope  you  will  excufc 
it— I  am,  really,  greatly  embarrafs'J.  But,  in  an  affair 
of  fuch  immediate  confequence  to  us  both  — 

Mr.  JeJJ.  My  uear  creature,  don't  b^  embarras'd  before 
me;  I  fliould  be  extremely  forry  to  itrike  you  with  any 
awe  ;  but,  'his  is  a  fpecies  of  imuvaife  hontf,  which  the 
company  I  lhall  introduce  you  to,  will  foon  cure  you  of, 

Ciur.  Upon  my  word,  Sir,  I  don't  un^erlhtnd  y<»u. 

Mr.  JeJ/\  Perhaps  you  may  be  under  fome  uneafmefs 
left  I  (hould  not  be  quite  f  >  warm  in  the  pvofecution  ot" 
this  affair,  as  you  could  wiih  it  is  true,  with  regard  to 
quality,  I  might  do  better;  and,  with  regard  to  fortune, 
full  as  well — But,  you  pleafe  me— Upon  my  foul,  I  have 
not  met  with  any  thing  more  agreeable  to  me  a  great 
while. 

Clar,  Pray,  Sir,  keep  your  feat. 

Mr.  Jeff.  Mauvaile  honte  again.  My  dear,  there  is 
nothing  in  thefe  little  familiarities  between  you  and  me— 
When  we  are  married,  I  {hall  do  every  thing  to  render 
your  life  happy. 

Clar.  Ah  !  Sir,  pardon  me.  The  happinefs  of  my 
life  depends  upon  a  circumftance 

Mr.  JtJ).  Oh  !  I  imderftand  you — You  have  been  told, 
I  fuppoie,  of  the  Italian  opera  girl — Rat  peoples  tongues 
— However,  'tis  true,  I  had  an  affair  with  her  at  Naples, 
and  (he  is  nowhere.  But,  be  fatisfied:  I'll  give  her  a 
thoufand  pounds,  and  fend  her  about  her,bu(inefs. 

Clar.  Me  Sir!  I  protefl  nobody  told  me — Lord!  I 
never  heard  any  fuch  thing,  or  enquired  about  it. 

Mr.  Jf//~.  iW,  have  they  not  been  chattering  to  you 
of  my  affair  af  Pila,  with  the  Principefla  del » 

Clar.  No,  indefcd,  Sir. 

Mr.  Jeff.  \\t  li,  1  was  afraid  they  might,  becaufe,  in 
this  rucle  countr, — iJut,  why  liient  on  a  fudden  ?— don't 
be  afraid  to  fpeak. 

CUr. 
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C/ar.  "No,  Sir,  I  will  come  to  the  fubje£t,  on  which  I 
took  the  liberty  to  trouble  you  —  Indeed,  I  have  great 
reliance  on  your  generoiity. 

Mr.  Jiff.  You'll  find  me  generous  as  a  prince,  depend 
on'r. 

C/ar.  I  am  blefa'd,  Sir,  with  one  of  thebeft  of  fathers: 
I  never  yet  difobeyed  him  ;  in  which  I  have  had  little 
merit;  for  his  commands  hitherto  have  only  been  to  fe- 
,cure  my  own  f  licity. 

M*  '-  J'Jj-  Ap<es  ma  chere. 

Cla>  .  But  now,  Sir,  I  am  under  t'he  {hocking  necef- 
fity  of  d  iobeying  him,  or  being  wretched  for  ever. 
.  Mr.  JfJ.  Hem  ! 

Clar.  Our  union  is  impoffible  —  my  preferit  fituatiou  — 
the  gloomy  profpect  before  me—  the  inquietude  of  my 
mind 


Poor  pfftiting  heart^  ah  !  nvilf  thou  t*ver 

^krob  within  my  troubled  breafi  j 
Shall  Ijee  the  momtnt  never 

That  is  doanid  to  give  thee  reft  ? 

"Cruel  ft  ars  !  that  thus  torment  me^ 

Still  1  feek  for  ecfi  in  fvain^ 
dll  my  efforts  but  prefent  me 
With  'variety  of  pain.. 

\ 

•S  C  -E  N  E    IX. 

JESSAMY,  JENKINS, 

Mr.  Jeff.  \Vho's  there  ? 

Jen.  Do  you  call,  Sir? 

Mr.  Jfff.  Hark  you,  old  gentleman  ^  who  are  yoa  1 

Jtn.  Sir,  my  name  is  Jenkins, 

Mr.  Jfff.  Oh  !  you  are  Sir  John  Flowerdale's  fleward  ; 
a  fervant  he  puts  confidence  in. 

Jen.  Sir,  I  have  ferved  Sir  John  Flovverdale  many 
years  :  he  is  the  beft  of  matters  ;  and,  I  believe,  he  has 
ibme  depcndance  on  my  attachmtnt  and  -fidelity. 

Mr. 


A   COMIC   OPERA.  •* 

Afr.  Jf/.  Then,  Mr.  Jenkins,  I  (hall  condcfcend  t> 
fpcak  to  you.  Does  your  mailer  know  who  I  am  ?  Dot's 
he  know,  Sir,  that  I  am  likely  to  be  a  Peer  of  Great 
Britain  r  That  I  have  ten  thoufand  pounds  a  year  ;  that 
I  have  palled  through  all  Europe  with  dilVmguiihcd  ealat ; 
that  I  refufcd  the  daughter  of  Mynheer  Van  Slokenfolk, 
the  great  Dutch  burgomafter  ;  and,  that,  if  I  had  riot 
had  the  misfortune  of  being  bred  a  protcftant,  I  might 
have  married  the  niece  of  his  prefent  holinefs  the  Pope, 
with  a  fortune  of  two  hundred  thoufahJ  piallcrs  ? 

Jen.  I  am  fui.e,  Sir,  my  malter  has  all  the  refpcft 
imaginable—— 

Mr.  J>Jf.  Then,  Sir,  how  comes  he,  after  my  (hewing 
an  inclination  to  be  allied  to  his  family  ;  ho.v  comes  he, 
I  fay,  to  bring  me  to  his  houfe  to  be  affronted  ?  1  ; 
let  his  daughter  go  j  but,  I  think,  I  was  in  the  wren;;  ; 
for  a  woman  that  infults  me,  is  no  more  fare  than  a  man. 
I  have  brought  a  Lady  to  reafon  before  -now,  for  gvving 
me  faucy  language  j  and  left  her  male  friends  to  icvcugs 
h. 

Jen*  Prayt  good  Sir,  what's  the  matter  ? 

Mr.  JeJT.  Why,  Sir,  this  is  the  matter,  Sir — your  ma 
ker's  daughter,  Sir,  has  behaved  <o  n-,e  with  dumn'J  in- 
iblence,  and  impertinence  ;  and  you  may  fell  Sir  John 
flowerdale,  firil,  with  regard  to  her,  that,  J  think  (he 
is  a  filly,  ignorant,  awkward,  ill-bred  country  pufs, 

Jen.  Oh!  Sir,  for  Heaven's  fake 

Mr.  Jef*.  And,  that,  with  regard  to  him  ft  If,  he  is,  in 
my  opinion,  an  old,  doating,  ridiculous,  country  Yquire, 
without  the  knowledge  ot  cither  men  or  things  ;  and, 
that  he  is  below  my  notice,  if  it  were  not  todefpiib  him. 

Jen.  Good  Lord  !  Good  Lord  ! 

M*'  Jtf*  And,  advife  him  and  his  daughter  to  keep 
out  of  my  way  ;  for,  .by  gad,  I  will  a  ft  rout  them,  in  iho 

tfrft  place  I   meet  them' And,  if  your  matter  is  for* 

carrying  things    further;  tell  him,  I  fence  bttter  than 
any  man  in  Europe. 

In  Italy,  Germnuyy  France  Lave  J  befn  • 

IVbtn  frincrs  l*>ve  li-Jd  <witkt  -i^be^t  tttMarcfa  Pve  fan  ; 

7 he  great  have  c  fire,  Si  rre, 

TLe  fair  bui'f  aidref'.i 
•  ; ,  fmiUt  I  have  bad  fr-tm  «/  £/,•-  - 
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And,  now,  Jball  a  pert9 

Infegniflcant  flirt ', 

With  infolence  ufe  me, 

Prtfume  to  refufe  me  ! 

She  fancies  my  pride  will  be  hurt. 

But  tout  au  contraire, 
Fmpltdfd  I  declare, 

Quite  happy,  to  think,  I  efcape  from  the  fnart  : 
Strviteitr  Mamfelle  •   my  claim  1  withdraw*  * 
Hty  !  where  are  my  people  ?     Fa/,  lal,  lal  tat,  la. 


S  C  E  N  E    X, 
JENKINS. 

I  mud  go  and  inform  Sir  John  of  what  has  happened; 
bur,  I  will  not  -tell  him  of  the  outrageous  behaviour  of 
this  young  {park;  for  he  is  a  man  of  fpirit,  and  would 
refent  it.  Egad,  my  own  fingers  itched  to  be  at  him, 
once  or  twice  ;  and,  as  flout  as  he  is,  I  fancy  thefe  old 
lifts  would  give  him  a  bellyful.  He  complains  of  Mifs 
Clarifia  ;  but  (he  is  incapable  of  treating  him  in  the  man 
ner  he  fays.  Perhaps,  {he  may  have  behaved  with  fome 
•coldnefs  towards  him  ;  and  yet,  that  is  a  myftery  to  me 
too. 


We  all  fay  the  man  was  exc 

And  knowing  moji  furely  'was  he,, 
Who  found  out  the  caufe  of  the  ebbing  andflow'mg^ 

I  'he  flux  and  reflux  ofjbefea. 

Nor  was  he  in  know'  ledge  far  from  it, 
Who  flrjl  marked  the  courfe  of  a  comet  \ 

To  what  it  was  owing, 

Its  coming  and  going, 
Its  wanderings  hither  and  thilher  ; 

But  the  man  that  divines 

A  Ladfs  defigns, 

'Their  caufe,  or  fffecJ, 

In  any  rifpcfl, 
L  wifer  than  both  put  together* 

SCENE 
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SCENE    XI. 

Changes  to  Sir  JoH N  FLOW  E  R  D  A  L E'J  Garden  ;  ac-///>  a. 

of  a  Canal)  by  Moon-light :  tkt  Side  Scenes  rff  /•/;>;/  Bex* 
hedges,  intermixed  with  Statues  and  Flowering  Shrub*. 
LIONEL  enters,  leading  CLARISSA. 

Lion.  Hift — methought  I  heard  a  noifo— fliould  we  he 
furprized  together,  at  a  juncture  fo  critical ;  what  n 
be  the  confcquence — I  know  not  how  it  is ;  bur,  at  this 
the  happieft  moment  of  my  life,  I  feel  a  damp,  atiemor, 
at  my  heart  •  * 

Clar*  Then,  what  fliould  I  do  ?  If  you  frcmblc,  I 
ought  to  be  terrified  indeed,  who  have  difcovered  ftiui- 
ments,  which,  perhaps,  I  fliould  have  hid,  with  a  frank- 
nefs,  that,  by  a  man  lefs  generous,  lefs  noble  minded 
than  yourfelr,  might  be  conftrued  to  my  difadvanta^e. 

Lion.  Oh  !  wound  me  not  with  fo  cruel  an  exptefiion— 
You  love  me,  and  have  condefcended  to  contefs  it — You 
have  feen  my  torments,  and  been  kind  enough  to  pity 
them — The  world,  indeed,  may  blame  you 

Clar.  And,  yet,  was  it  proclaimed  to  the  world,  what- 
could  the  moft  malicious  fuggelt  ?  They  could  but  fay, 
that,  truth  and  fincerity  got  the  better  of  forms ;  that  the 
tongue  dar'd  to  fpeak,  the  honeil  fenfations  of  the  mind  ; 
that,  while  you  aimed  at  improving  my  undemanding,, 
you  engaged,  and  conquered  my  heart. 

Lion.  And,  is  it !  is  it  poflible  ! 

Clar.  Be  calm,  and  liiten  to  me :  what  I  have  done 
has  not  been  lightly  imagined,  nor  ralhly  undertaken  : 
it  is  the  work  of  refleclion,  of  conviction  ;  my  love  is 
not  a  facrifice  to  my  own  fancy,  but  a  tribute  to  youe 
worth  ;  did  I  think  there  was  a  more  deferving  man  in 
the  world 

Lion.  If,  to  doat  on  you  more  than  life,  be  to  deferve 
you,  fo  far  1  have  merit ,  if,  to  have  no  wi(h,  no  hope, 
no  thought,  but  you,  can  entitle  me  to  the  envied  dtf- 
tinclion  of  a  moment's  regard,  fo  far  I  dare  pretend. 

Clar.  That,  I  have  this  day  refufed  a  man,  with  whom 
I  could  not  be  happy,  I  make  no  merit :  born  for  quiet 
and  fimplicity,  the  crouds  of  the  worldr  the  noife  attend- 
£  2  in 
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pomp  find  cliftin&ion,  have  no  charms  for  me  :  I 
vi'ih  to  pais  my  life  irrational  tranquility,  witli  a  friend, 
v.hofe  virtues  I  can  refpe£t,  whofc  talents  I  can  admire  ; 
who  will  make-  my  eiteein  the  bafi&of  my  affection* 

Lion.  O  charming  creature  !  yes,  let  me  indulge  the 
fiatteriag^  idea  ;  form'd  with  the  forne  fentiments,  the 
lame  feelings,  the  fame  tender  paffion  fpr  each  other  ; 
Nature  defign'd  us  to  compofe  that  facred  union,  which 
n.irhuig  but  death  can  annul. 

C/ar.  One  only  thing  remember.  Secure  in  eacb 
others.  af$L'c"tior*s,  here  we  mull:  reft  j  I  would  not  give 
my  failier  a  moment's  pain,  .  to  purchafe  the  empire  of  the- 
world. 

^  -Command,,  difpofe  of  me  as  you  pleafe  ;  angels 
cognizance  of  the  vows  of  innocence  and  virtue  ^ 
and,  I  will  believe  that  ours  are  already  regiilet'd  ia, 


Yrtr.  I  will  believe  fo  toa^ 

Go,  find^  on  my  truth  r 
dotnfort  to.  your  cares  a 
Bid  each  doubt  and  farrow  flyivgr 
Leavt  to  peace  t.  and  love  your  brettft 


Cr0,  and  way  the  PovJrs  that  hear  U!% 
Still)  as  kind  protefion  near  a/, 
Through  our  troubles  fofely  fleer  us 
To  a  port,  tf  joy  and  reft*. 


SCENE    Xlf, 
LIONEL,  5/>  JOHN  FLOWERDA-LE* 

Sir  John.  Who's  there  ?  Lionel ! 

Lion.  Heav'ns!  'tis  Sir  John  Flowerdalei. 

Sir  John..  Who's  there? 

Lion.  'Tis  I,  Sir  ;   I  am  here,  Lionel, 

&>  John.  My  dear  lad,  I  have  been  fearching  for  you< 
this  half  hour,  and  was  at  laft  told  you  had  come  into 
the  garden  :  I  have  a  piece  of  news,  which  I  dare  fwear 
will  mock  and  furprize  you ;  my  daughter  has  refilled; 

Colonel 
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Colonel  Oldboy's  fon,  who  is  this  minute  departed  the 
houfe  in  violent  icicntment  ot 'her  ill  treatment. 

Lion.  Is  he  gone,  Sir  ? 

Sir  John.  Yes,  and  the  family  are  preparing  to  follow 
him.  Oh  !  Lionel,  Clarifia  has  deceived  me  :  in  this 
affair  (he  has  fuffered  me  to  deceive  myfelf.  The  mea- 
fures  which  I  have  been  fo  long  preparing  are  broken  in 
a  moment — my  hopes  fruftrated  ;  and  both  parties,  in 
the  eye  of  the  world,  rendered  light  and  ridiculous. 

Lion.  I  am  forry  to  fee  you  fo  much  moved  j  pray,- 
Sir,  recover  yourfelf. 

Sir  John.  I  am  forry,  Lionel,  (he  has  profited  no  bet 
ter  by  your  kflbns  of  philofophy,  than  to  impofe  upon 
and  diftrefs  fo  kind  a  father. 

Lion.  Have  jufler  thoughts  of  her,  Sir :  (he  has  not 
impofed  on  you,  me  is  incapable — have  but  a  little  pa 
tience  and  things  may  yet  be  brought  about. 

Sir  John.  No,  Lionel,  no ;  the  matter  is  pail,  ami 
there's  an  end  to  it ;  yet  I  would  conjecture  to  what  fuch 
an  unexpected  turn  in  her  conduct  can  be  owing  ;  I 
would  fain  be  fatislied  of  the  motive  that  could  urge  her 
to  fo  extraordinary  a  proceeding,  without  the  lea  it  inti 
mation,  the  lead  warning  to  me,  or  any  of  her  friends. 

Lion.  Perhaps,  Sir,  the  gentleman  may  have  been  too 
impetuous  and  offended  Mifs  Flowerdale's  delicacy — cer 
tainly  nothing  elfe  could  occafion 

Sir  John.  Heaven  only  knows  •  I  think,  indeed,  there 
can  be  no  fettled  averiion,  and  furely  her  affections  an; 
not  engaged  elfevvhere. 

Lion.  EngagM  Sir No,  Sir. 

Sir  John.  I  think  not,  Lionel. 

Lion.  You  may  be  pofitive,  Sir, — I'm  Cure 

Sir  John.  O  worthy  young  man,  whole  integrity,  Cj 
nefs,  and  every  good  quality  have  rendered  dear  to  ms  as- 
my  own  child ;  1  fee  this  affair  troubles  you- as  much  119* 
it  docs  me. 

Lion.  It  troubles  me  indeed,  Sir. 

Sir  John.  However,  my  particular  difappolntmcnt 
ought  not  to  be  detrimental  to  you,  nor  (hall  it :  I  well 
know  how  irkfome  it  is  to  a  generous  mind  to  live  in  a 
itate  of  dependancc ,  and  have  long  had  it  in 
to  make  you  eafy  for  life. 

E 
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Lion.  Sir  John,,  the  firuation  of  my  mind  at  prefent  is 
a 'ittle  ditlurb'd  —  fnare  me — I  befeech  you,  fpare  me  t 
why  will  you  perfiil  in  a  goodnefs  that  makes  me  afham'd 
of  myfelf? 

Sir  John*  There  i&  an  eflate  in  this  county  which  I 
purchafed  fome  years  ago  ;  by  me  it  will  never  be  miffed,, 
and  who  ever  marries  my  daughter  will  ha-ve  little  reafon 
to  complain  of  ray  difponag  of  fuch  a  trifle  for  my  own 
gtaiiiication.  On  the  prefent  marriage  I  Intended  to  per- 
jeift  a  deed,  of  gift  in.  your  favour,  which  has  been  for 
fome  time  prepared  ;  my  lawyer  has  this  day  completed, 
ir,  and  it  is  yours,  my  dear  Lionel,  with  every  good  wifh 
that  the  warmeft  friend  can  beftow. 

Lion.  Sir,  If  you  piefented  a  piilol  with  defign  to  (hoot- 
me,  I  would  fubmit  to  it ;  but  you  muft  excufe  me,  I 
cannot  lay  myielf  under  more  obligations. 

Sirjvhn.  Your  delicacy  carries  you  too  far  ;  in  this- 
I  confer  a  favour  on  myfeif :  however,  we'll  talk  no  more 
on  the  fubjecl  at  prefent,  let  us  walk  towards  the  houfe,. 
ov\r  friends  will  depart  elfe  without  my  bidding  them 
adieu. 


SCENE    XIIL 

DIANA,  CLARIS^  and  afterwards  LIONEL. 

P 

Dian.  So  then,  my  dear  Clarifla,  you  really  give  credit^ 
10  the  r.ivings  of  that  French  wretch,,  with  regard  to  a. 
plurality  of  worlds  ? 

Clar'.  I  don't  make  it  an  abfolute  article  of  beiief,  but 
I  think  it  an  ingenious  conjecture  with  great  probability 
on  its  fide. 

Diav.  And  we  are  a  moon  to  the  moon  !  Nay,  child,. 
I  know  fomething  of  agronomy,  but  that — that  little 
fhining  thing  there,  which  feems  not  much  larger  than 
a  ii'ver  pl.tte,  fhould,  perhaps,  contain  great  cities  like 
London;  and  who.  can  tell  but  they  may  have  kings 
there  and  parliaments,  and  plays  and  operas,  and  peo 
ple  of  faihion  !  Lord  the  people  of  fafliion  in  the  moon 
iiiuft  be  ill  ante  creatures. 

Clar. 


A  eoM-ie  ei>ERA> 

€/ar.  Methinks  Venus  (hines  very  bright  in  yonder 
corner. 

Dian.  Venus!  O  pray  let  me  look  at  Venus  ;  I  fup~. 
pofe,  if  there  are  any  inhabitants  there,  they  mud  be  all. 
lovers. 

Lion.  Was  even  fuch  a  wretch—  I  can't  (lay  a  moment 
in  a  place  ;  where  is  my  repole  ?  —  fled  with  my  virtue. 
Was  I  then  born  for  falfhood  and  diffimulation  ?  I  was, 
I  was,  and  I  live  to  be  confcious  of  it  ;  to  impofe  upon 
my  friend  ;  to  betr.ty  my  benefactor  and  lie  to  hide  my 
ingratitude  —  a  monfter  in  a  moment  —  No,  I  may  be  the 
moil  unfortunate-  of  men,  but  I  will  not  be  the  moll 
odious  ;  while  my  he.irt  is  yet  capable  of  dictating  wkat 
is  honeli,  I  will  obey  its  voice,. 


SCENE    XV. 
DIANA,  CLARISSA,  LIONEL,  G/cWOLDBov,  HARMAV, 

Co/.  Dy,  where  are-  you  ?  What  the  mifchief,  is  this 
a.  time  to  be  walking  in  the  garden  ?  The  coach,  has  been 
ready  this  half  hour,  and  your  Mama  is  waiting  for  you. 

Dian.  I  am  learning  aftroaomy,  Sir  ;  do  you  kaow 
Papa,  that  the  moon  is  inhabited  ? 

Co/.  HuflyT.  you  are  half  a  lunatic  yourfelf  ;J  come 
here,  things  have  gone  juft  as  I  imagin'd  they  wou'd, 
the  girl  has  refus'd  your  brother,  I  knew  he  mult  dif- 
guft  her. 

Dian.  Women  will  want  tafle  now  and  then,  Sir* 

Col.  But  I  muft  talk  to  the  young  Lady  a  little. 

Har.  Well,  I  have  had  a  long  conference  with.  ycur 
father  about  the  elopement,  and  he  continues  firm  in.  his 
opinion  that  1  ought  to  attempt  it  :  in  (hort,  all  the  ne- 
ceiTary  operations  are  fettled  between  us,  and  I  am  to 
kave  his  houfe  to-moirow  morning,  if  I  can  but  per- 
fuade  the  young  Lady  - 

Dian.  Ay,  but  I  hope  the  young  Lady  will  have  more 
fenfe  —  Lord,  how  can  you  teaze  me  with  your  nonfenfe. 
Come,  Sir,  is'ntit  time  for  us  to  go  in  f  'Her  Ladyfhip 
will  be  impatient. 

Ctt. 
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Col.  Friend  Lionel,  good  night  to  you  ,•  Mifs  Clarifla, 
my  dear,  tho*  I  am  father  to  the  puppy  who  hrfs  dif- 
pleafed  you,  give  me  a  kifs ;  you  ferv'd  him  right,  and 
I  thank  you  for  it. 

Col»      O  what  a  night  is  here  for  love  / 

Cynthia  brightly  fining  above  -3 

Among  the  trees^ 

To  thejighing  breeze , 

Fountains  tinkling  , 

Stars  a  twinkling  : 
Dian,    O  what  a  night  is  here  for  Jove  f 

So  may  the  morn  propitious  prove  j 
Har.      Andfo  It  will  if  right  Igutfs  ', 

Forfometimes  light, 

As  well  as  nighty 

A  lover's  hopes  may  blefs* 

A  2.      Farewell  my  friend ^ 
May  gentle  reft 

Calm  each  tumult  in  your  breafty 
Every  pain  and  fear  remove* 

Lion*    What  have  1  done  ? 
Where  /hail  I  run^ 

With  grief  and /bame  at  once  oppreJJ  % 
How  my  onvn  upbraiding  Jhun^ 
Or  meet  my  friend  difirejl  / 

A.  3.     Hark  to  Philomel,  bow  five  etv 

From  yonder  elm.- 

Col.  Tweet)  tweet)  tweet 

A.  5.     O  what  a  night  is  here  for  love  ! 

But  vainly  nature  jtrives  to  move* 

Nor  nightingale  among  the  treesr 

Nor  twinkling  ftars,  nor  Jighing 

Nor  murrnringjlreamS) 

Nor  Ph&le's  beams t 

Can  charm  unlefs  the  hear?*  at  eafe* 


ACT 
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ACT    IIL        SCENE    L 


Room  in  Colonel  OLDBOY*JT  Houft*    HARM  AM  utter  t9 
with  his  Hat,   Bootf,  and  Whifr  followed  by  DIANA. 


Dian.  Pry'thee,  hear  me. 

Har.  My  dear,  what  would  you  fay  ? 

Dian.  I  am  afraid  of  the  itep  we''  are  going  to  take  j 
indeed,  I  am  :  'tis  true,  my  father  is  the  contriver  of  it  ; 
but,  really,  on  confideration,  I  think,  I  (hould  appear  lefs. 
culpable  if  he  was  not  fo  ;  I  am  at  once  criminal  myfelf 
and  rendering  him  ridiculous* 

Har.  Do  you  love  me  f 

Dian.  Suppofe  I  do,  you  give  me  a  very  ill  proof  of 
your  love  for  me,  when  you  would  take  advantage 
of  my  tendernefs,  to  blind  my  reafon  :  how  can  you  have 
fo  little  regfi-rd  for  my  honour  as  to  facrifice  it  to.  a  vain 
triumph  ?  For  it  is  in  that  light  I  fee  the  rafn  action  yon- 
are  forcing  me  to  commit  ;  nay,  methinks  my  confent- 
ing  to  it  (hould  injure  me  in  your  own  efteem.  When  a 
woman  forgets  what  (he  owes  herfelf,  a  lover  mould  fet 
little  value  upon  any  thing  {he  gives  to  him. 

Har.  Can  you  fuppofe  then,  can  you  imagine,  that 
ray  pallion  will  ever  make  me  forget  the  veneration 
And,  an  elopement  is  nothing,  when  it  is  on  the-  roach  to 
matrimony. 

Dian.  At  heft,  I  (hall  incur  the  ccnfure  of  djfobedi* 
ence,  and  indifcretion  ;  and,  is  it  nothing  to  a  young 
woman,  what  the  world  fays  of  her?  Ah!  my  goodr 
friend,  be  allured,  fuch  a  difregard  of  the  world  is  the, 
firft  ftep  towards  deferving  its  reproaches. 

Har.  But,  the  nccelfity  we  are  under  —  Mankind  has 
too  much  good  fenfe,  too  much,  good  nature  — 

Dian, 
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.  Every  one  has  good  fenfe  enough  to  fee  other 
people's  faults,  and  good  nature  enough  to  overlook  their 
own.  Beiides,  the  moft  facred  things  may  be  made  art 
ill  ufe  of,  and  even  marriage  itfelf,  if  indecently  and  im« 
properly  — 

Hat\  Come,  get  yourfelf  ready  :  where  is  your  band 
box,  hat,  and  cloak  ?  Slip  into  the  garden  ;  be  there  at 
the  iron-gate,  which  you  (hewed  me  juft  now  ;  and,  as 
the  pofl-chaife  comes  round,  I  will  ftep  and  take  you  in, 

Dian.  Dear  Harman,  let  me  beg  of  you  to  defilt. 

Har.  Dear  Diana,  let  me  beg  of  you  to  go  on. 

Dian.  I  mall  never  have  refolution  to  carry  me  thro* 
it. 

Har.  We  mall  have  four  horfes,  my  dear,  and  they 
will  affift  us. 

Dian,  In  fiiort  —  I         cannot  go  with  \ou. 

Har.  But  before  me  —  Into  the  garden  —  Wont  you  ? 

jDian.     How  can  you,  inhuman  !  perjtjl  to  dijlrefs  me  ? 

My  danger,  my  fears,  ''tis  in  <vain  to  difguife: 
You  knonv  them,  yet  jlill  to  definition  you  prefs  me^ 
And  force  that  from  pajfion  which  prudence  denies** 

1  fain  would  oppofe  a  per<verfe  inclination  ; 

The  <viJicMs  of  faney,  from  reafon  divide  ; 
With  fortitude  baffle  the  wiles  of  temptaticny 

And  let  love  no  longer  make  folly  its  guide*. 


SCENE    II. 

Colonel  OLDBOY, 

CoL  Hey-dey !  what's  the  meaning  of  this  ?  Who  is 
it  went  out  of  the  room  there  ?  Have  you  and  my  daugh 
ter  been  in  conference,  Mr.- Harman  ? 

Har.  Yes-,  faith,  -Sir,  me  has  been  taking  me  to  tafk 
here  very  feverely,  with  regard  to  this  affair;  and  fhe 
has  faid  fo  much  againft  it,  and  put  it  into  fuch  a  flrange 
light 

Col.  A  bufy,  impertinent  baggage  ;  egad  I  wiih  I  had 
eatched  her  meddling^  and  after  I  ordered  her  not :  but 

you. 
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you  have  fent  to  the  girl,  and  you  fay  fhc  is  reauy  to  go 
with  you  ;  you  rn'iil  not  difappoint  1  <  f  now. 

Har.  No,  no,  Colon?' ,-  1  always  have  politenefr 
enough  to  h^a-  <\  i.mcy  enough 

to  kct-,/  -i  w  ,  o(  my    >\vn. 

Co  .  v  er^  well — now  let  me  afk  you, — don'c  you  think 
it  won  »d  be  proper,  upon  this  occ.ifion,  to  have  a  letter 
ready  writ  foi  the  father,  to  let  him  know  who  has  got 
his  daughter,  and  fo  forth  ? 

Har.  Certainly,  Sir  ;  and  I'll  write  it  direclly. 

Co/.  You  write  it !  you  be  damn'd  !  I  won't  truft 
you  with  it ;  I  tell  you,  Harman,  you'll  commit  fome 
curled  blunder,  if  you  don't  leave  the  management  of 
this  whole  affair  to  me :  I  have  writ  the  letter  for  you 
jnyfelf. 

Har.  Have  you,  Sir  ? 

Co/.  Ay—here,  read  it ;  I  think  it's  the  thing  :  how* 
ever,  you  are  welcome  to  make  any  alteration. 

Har.  "  Sir,  I  have  loved  your  daughter  a  great  while, 
fecretly  ;  (he  allures  me  there  is  no  hopes  of  your  con- 
fenting  to  our  marriage  j  I  therefore  take  her  without  it. 
I  am  a  gentleman  who  will  ufe  her  well  :  and,  when 
you  conlider  the  matter,  I  dare  fwear  you  will  be  wil 
ling  to  give  her  a  fortune.  If  not  you  (hall  find  I  dare 
behave  myfelf  like  a  man — A  word  to  the  wife — You 
muft  expecl  to  hear  from  me  in  another  ftile." 

Col.  Now,  Sir,  I  will  tell  you  what  you  mufl  do  with 
this  letter  :  as  foon  as  you  have  got  off  with  the  girl, 
Sir,  fend  your  fervant  back  to  leave  it  at  the  houfe,  with 
orders  to  have  it  deliver'd  to  the  old  gentleman. 

Har.  Upon  my  honour,  I  will,  Colonel. 

Co/.  But,  upon  my  honour,  I  don't  believe  you'll  get 
the  girl :  come,  Harman,  I'll  bet  you  a  buck,  and  fix  doz 
en  of  Burgundy,  that  you  won't  have  fpirit  enough  to 
bring  this  affair  to  a  crilis. 

Har.  And,  I  fay  done  firft,  Colonel. 

Col.  Then  look  into  the  court  there,  Sir ;  a  chaife 
with  four  of  the  prettied  bay  geldings  in  England,  with 
two  boys  in  fcarlet  and  filver  jackets,  that  will  whifk  you 
along. 

Har.  Boys !  Colonel  ?  Little  cupids,  to  tranfpoft  me 
to  the  fummit  of  my  defires. 

Col. 
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•Co/.  Ay,  but  for  all  that,  it  mayn't  be  amift  for  me 
to  talk  to  them  a  little  out  of  the  window  for  you.  Dick, 
come  hither  ;  you  are  to  go  with  this  gentleman,  and  do 
whatever  he  bids  you  ;  and  take  into  the  chaife  whoever 
he  pleafes ;  and,  drive  like  devils,  do  you  hear;  bur,  be 
kind  to  the  dumb  beaits. 

Har.  Leave  that  to  me,  Sir— -And  fo,  my  dear  Co* 
lonel, 

tfo  fear  a  f  ranger, 

Behold  the  foldier  arm  $ 
He  knows  no  danger^ 

When  honour  found*  the  alarm  $ 
But  daunt  left  gofS) 
Among  his  foes, 

tin  Cupids  militia. 
So  fearle/s  1  ijfut ; 

And,  as  you  fie^ 

Amid  cap-a-pie,  > 

Refolve  on  death  or  wifloty* 


SCENE    III. 
Colonel  OLDBOY,  Lady  MAR.Y,  and  then  JENNY. 

Lady  M.  Mr.  Oldboy,  here  is  a  note  from  Sir  John 
Flowderdale  it  is  addrefs'd  to  me,  intreating  my  fon  to 
come  over  there  again  this  morning.  A  maid  brought 
it :  fhe  is  in  the  anti-chamber — We  had  better  fpeak  to 
her — Child,  child,  why  don't  you  come  in  ? 

Jen.  I  chufe  to  (by  where  I  am,  if  your  Ladyfliip 
pleafes. 

Lady  M.  Stay  where  you  are  !  why  fo  ? 

Je».   \  am  afraid  of  rhe  old  gentleman  there. 

Col.  Afraid  of  me,  huffy. 

Lady  M.  Pray,  Colonel,  have  patience — Afraid — Here 
is  fomething  at  the  bottcm  of  this — What  did  you  mean 
by  that  expreiHon,  child  f 

Jen.  Why  the  Colonel  knows  v-ery  well,  Madam,  he 
wanted  to  be  rude  with  me  yeiterday. 

Lady 
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Lody  M.  Oh  Mr.  Oldboy  ! 

Col.  Lady  Mary  don't  provoke  me,  but  let  me  trTA  • 
the  girl  about  her  buiinefs.    How  came  you  to  bring  this 
note  here  ? 

Jenny.  Why,  Sir  John  gave  it  to  me,  to  deliver  to  my 
uncle  Jenkins,  and  I  took  it  down  to  his  houfc  ;  but 
while  we  were  talking  together,  he  remembered  that  he 
had  fome  bufinefs  with  Sir  John,  fo  he  defued  me  to 
bring  it,  becaufe  he  feid  it  was  not  proper  to  be  fent  by 
any  of  the  common  Terrains. 

Lady  M.  Colonel,  look  in  my  face,  and  help  blufhing 
if  you  can. 

Col.  What  the  plague's  the  matter,  my  Lady  !  I  have 
not  been  wronging  you  now,  as  you  call  it. 

Jenny.  Indeed,  Madam,  he  offer'd  to  make  me  his 
kept  Madam  :  I  am  fure  his  ufage  of  me  put  me  into 
fuch  a  twitter,  that  I  did  not  know  what  I  was  doing  all 
the  day  after. 

Lady  M.  I  don't  doubt  it,  tho'I  fo  lately  forgave  him  ; 
but  as  the  poet  fays,  his  fex  is  all  deceit.  Read  Pamela, 
child,  and  rcfift  temptation. 

Jinny.  Yes,  Madam,  I  will. 

Co/.  Why  I  tell  you,  my  Lady,  it  was  all  a  joke. 

Jenny.  No,  Sir,  it  was  tio  joke,  you  made  me  a  prof 
fer  of  money,  fo  you  did,  whereby  I  told  you,  you  had 
a  lady  of  your  own,  and  that  though  me  was  old  you  had 
no  right  to  difpife  her. 

Lady  M.  And  how  dare  you  miftrefs,  make  ufe  of  my 
name  ?  Is  it  for  fuch  trollops  as  you  to  talk  of  perfons  of 
diflinftton  behind  their  back?  ? 

Jenny.  Why,   Madam,  I  only  faid  you  was  in  years. 

Lady  M.  Sir  John  Flowerdale  lhall  be  inform 'd  of  your 
impertinence,  and  you  ihall  be  turn'd  out  of  the  family  ; 
I  fee  you  are  a  confident  creature,  and  I  believe  you  are 
no  better  than  you  fhould  be. 

Jenny.  I  fcorn  your  words,  Madam. 

Lady  M.  Get  out  of  the  room  ;  how  dare  you  flay  in 
this  room  to  talk  impudently  to  me  ? 

Jenny.  Very  well,  Madam,  I  (hall  let  my  Lady  know 
how  you  have  usM  me  ;  but  I  fhan't  be  turuV,  out  of  iry 
place  t  Madam,  nor  at  a  lofs,  it  I  am  ;  and  if  you  are  r.n- 
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gry  with  every  one  that  won't  fay  you  are  young,  I  believe 
there  is  very  few  you  will  keep  friends  with. 

1 wonder ,  Vmfurt^  <wby  this  fufs jbculdle  madts, 
For  my  part  Vm  neithir  ajhanid  nor  afraid 
Of  what  1  have  done,  nor  of*wbat  I  have  faid^ 
d fer-iiant)  I  hope  is  no  Jla<ve  ; 
dnd  /£$',  to  their  Jhames^ 
Some  ladies  call  names , 
I  know  better  bow  to  beha<ve* 
'Time*  are  not  fo  bad^ 
If  occafion  1  had, 
my  character  fuch  I  need  Jlarit  on't* 

for  going 
I  dcn't  ivant  to 
And  fa  Cm  your  Ladyjhij>s  fervant* 


SO  EN  E    IV. 

Lady  MARY,  Mr,  JESSAMY. 

Mr.  JfJ]\  What  is  the  matter  here  ? 

Lady  M.  I  will  have  a  feparate  maintenance,  I  will 
indeed.  Only  a  new  inilance  of  your  father's  infidelity, 
my  dear.  Then  with  fuch  low  wretches,  farmers  daugh 
ters,  and  fervant  wenches  t  but  any  thing  with  a  cap  on, 
Yis  all  the  fame  to  him. 

Mr.  J<f.  Upon  my  word,  Sir,  I  am  forry  to  tell  you, 
that  thofe  practices  very  ill  fuit  the  character  which. you 
ought  to  endeavour  to  fupport  in  the  world. 

Lady  A/,  Is  this  a  recompence  for  my  love  and  regard  ; 
I,  who  have  been  tender  and  faithful  as  a  turtle  dove  .? 

Mr.  Jeff.  A  man  of  your  birth  and  diftindtion  fhould, 
methinks,  have  views  of  a  higher  nature,  than  fuch  low, 
fuch  vulgar  libertinifm. 

Lady  M.  Confider  .my  birth  and  family  too,  Lady  Ma 
ry  Jeflamy  might  have  had  the  beft  matches  in  England. 

Afr*  Jeff.  Then,  Sir,  your  grey  hairs. 

Lady  A/,  I,  that  have  brought  you ib  many  lovely  fweet 
babes. 

Mr. 
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Mr.  Jt/.  Nay,  Sir,  it. is  a  reflexion  on  me. 

I.ady  M.  The  heinous  fin  too 

M*.  Jeff.  Indeed,  Sir,  1  blufh  for  you.. 

CV.  S'death  and  tire,  you  little  effeminate  puppy,  do 
you  know  who  you  talk  to? — And  you,  Madam,. do  you 
know  who  I  am.-!— Get  up  to  your  chamber,  or  zounds 
l'U  make  fuch  a 

Lady  M.  Ah..'  my  dear  come  away  from  him. 


SCENE    V. 

Mr.  JESSAMY,.*  SERVAVT. 

Col.  Am  I. to  be  tutor'd  and  cali'd  to  an  account !  How 
now,  you  fcoundrel,  what  do  you -want  ? 

Strv.  A  letter,  Sir. 

Co!.  A  letter,  from  whom,  firrah  ? 

Ser-v.  The  gentleman's  fervant,  an't  pleafe  your  ho 
nour,  that  left  this  juit  now  in  the  poit-chaife~the  geu« 
tkman  my  young  lady  went  away  with. . 

CoL  Your  young  lady,. firrah— Your  young  lady  went 
away  with  no  gentleman,  you  dog— What  gentleman ! 
What  young  lady,  firrah  ! 

Mr.  Jeff.  There  is  fome  myftery  in  this — With  your 
leave,  Sir,  I'll -open  the  letter  :  I  believe  it  contains  no 
fee  rets. 

CoL  What  are-  you  going  to  do,  you  jackanapes  ?  you 
{han't  open,  a  letter  of  mine — Dy — Diana— Somebody  call 
my  daughter  to  me  there — "  To  John  Oldbov,  £14. — 
**  Sir,  I  have  lov'd  your  daughter  a  great  while  iecretly  — • 
**  Confenting  to  our  marriage " 

Mr.  Jtf.  So  fo. 

Co/.  You  villain— you  dog,  what  is  it  you  have  brought 
ine  here  ? 

Serv.  Pleafe  your  honour,  if  you'll  have  patience,  I'll 
tell  your  honour— As  I  told  your  honour  before,  the  gen 
tleman's  fervant  that  went  oft'juil  now  in  the  poft-chaile, 
came  to  the  gate,  and  left  it  after  his  matter  was  gone. 
I  faw  my  young  lady  go  into  the  chaife  with  the  gentle 
man* 

F  z  Mr. 
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Mr.  Jeff.  A  very  fine  joke  indeed  ;  pray,  Colonel,  do 
you  generally  write  letters  to  yourfelf  ?  Why  this  is  your 
o\vn  hand. 

Col.  Call  all  the  fervants  in  the  houfe,  let  horfes  be 
fiddled  directly — revery  one  take  a  different  road. 

Serv.  Why,  your  honour,  Dick  faid  it  was  by  your 
own  orders. 

Co/.  My  orders  !  you  rafcal  ?  I  thought  he  was  going 
to  run  away  with  another  gentleman's  daughter — Dy— 
Di.ua  Oldboy. 

Mr.  Jeff.  Don't  waile-  your  lungs  to  no  purpofe,  Sir  ; 
your  daughter  is  half  a  dozen  miles  off  by  this  time. 

CV.  Sirrah,  you  have  been  brib'd  to  further  the  (theme 
of  a  p'ck-pocket  here. 

Mr.  JtJJ'.  Beiides,  the  matter  is  intirely  of  your  own 
contriving,  as  well  as  the  letter  and  fpirit  of  this  elegant 
cpiiile. 

Co'.  You  are  a  coxcomb,  and  I'll  diiinherit  you  ;  the 
kirtr  is  none  of  my  writing,,  it  was  writ  by  the  devil,  and 
fhe  devil  contrived  ir.  Diana,  Margaret,  my  Lady  Mary, 
William,  John 

Mr.Jf/j/t  I  am  very  glad  of  thin,  prodigioufly  glad  of 
ir,  upon  my  honour—he  !  he  !  he  ! — it  will  .be  a  jelj 
this  hundred  years,  (bells  ring  violently •,  on  both  f%des^ 
What's  the  matter  now  I'  O  !  her  Ladylhip  has  heard  of 
it,  and  is  at  her  bell  ;  and  the  Colonel  anfwers  her.  A- 
pretty  duet ;  but  a  little  too  much  upon  the  forte  me- 
thinks  :  it  would  be  a  diverting  thing  now,  to  ftand  un- 
iecn  at  the  old  gentleman's  elbow. 

////?,  fift ;  lefs  bear  how  matters  go. ; 
-   Pit  creep  and  liften  -y — -fo,  fo9  feY 

They're  all  together  by  the  ears  ; 

Oh)  horrid!  how  the  favage  ftuears. 
There  too  again ;  ay,  you  may  ring  ; 
Sound  out  th"1  alarm-bell- — ding^  ding,  ding—~ 
Difpatch  your  fcouts^   'tis  all  in  *vain, 
Stray  maids  are  ftldom  found  again. 

But  harb,  the  uproar  hither  founds  \ 
7  he  Colonel  comes  with  all  his  hounds  ; 
Pit  wifely  leave  them  open  'way, 
To  hunt  with  what  fuccefs  they  may. 

SCENE 
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SCENE    VI. 

rt-tntcn,  tuitb  one  Boof,  a  Grtat-Cjat  on 
bis  Arm i  £sV.  followed  by  fweral  Servants, 

She's  gone,  by  the  Lord  ;  fairly  ftole  away,  with  that 
poaching,  coney-catching  rafcal !  However,  I  won't 
follow  her ;  no,  damme  ;  take  my  whip,  and  my  cup, 
and  my  coat,  and  order  the  groom  to  unfaddle  the  horfes ; 
I  won't  follow  her  the  length  of  a  fpur-leather.  Come 
here,  you  Sir,  and  pull  off  my  boot  ;  (-uubi/lJu)  (he  has 
made  a  fool  of  me  once,  (he  fliarft  do  it  a  fecond  time; 
not  but  I'll  be  rcveng'd  too,  for  1*11  never  give  her  fix- 
pence  ;  the  difappointmont  will  put  the  fcoundrel  out  of 
temper,  and  he'll  thrafh  her  a  dozen  times  a  day ;  the 
thought  pleafes  me,  I  hope  he'll  do  it. 

What  do  you  (land  gaping  and  flaring  at,  you  impu 
dent  dogs  ?  are  you  laughing  at  me  ?  I'll  teach  you  to  be 
merry  at  my 


A  rafcal,  a  bujjey ;  zounds  !  fie  that  1  counted 

In  temper  fo  mild,  fo  unprattiSd  in  evil: 

1  fet  her  a  borfe-back,  and  no  fooner  mounted, 

Than,  crack,  whip  and  fpur,  Jbt  ridet  pojl  to  the  devil, 

But  there  let  ber  run,  s 

Bt  ruin*d,  undone  ; 

If  I  go  to  catch  her,  „ 

Or  back  again  <fetch  her,  . 

r/n  ivorfe,  tban  the  fon  of  a  gun*  . 

A  mifcbief  po/Jeffd  me  to  marry  ;  . 

And  further  my  folly  to  carry, 

To  be  fill  more  a  fot, 

Sont  and  daughters  I  got,  . 

And  pntty  onet,  by  tht  Lord  Harry*. . 


S-CvE 
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SCENE    VII. 

to  CLARISSA  *s  Dreffing-room  ;    CLARISSA   enters 
melancholy^  <witb  a  Book  in  Iyer  Hand,  followed  by  JENNY, 

Clar.  Where  have  you  been  Jenny  ?  I  was  enquiring 
for  you — why  will  you  go  out  without  letting  me  know  ? 

Jen.  Dear  Ma'am,  never  any  thing  happened  fo  un 
lucky  ;  I  am  forry  you  wanted  me — But  I  was  fent  to 
Colonel  Oldboy's  with  a  letter ;  where  I  have  been  fo  ufed 
—  Lord  have  mercy  upon  me— quality  indeed  — I  fay 
quality— -prny,  Msdam,  do  you  think  that  I  looks  any 
\\  ays  like  an  imingdeft  parfon — to  be  fure  I  have  a  gay  air, 
and  I  can't  help  if,  and  I  loves  to  appear  a  little  genteel- 
ifh,  that's  what  I  do. 

Clar.  Jenny,  take  away  this  book. 

Jen.  Heaven  preferve  me,  Madam,  you  are  crying. 

C/ar.  O  my  dear  Jenny  ! 

Jen.  My  dear  miitrefs,  what's  the  matter  ? 

Clar.  I  am  undone. 

Jen.  No,  Madam  ;  no,  Lord  forbid  \ 

Clar.  I  am  indeed — I  have  been  rajh  enough  to  difco- 
ver  my  weaknefs  for  a  man,  who  treats  me  with  contempt. 

Jen.  Is  Mr.  Lionel  ungrateful,  then  ? 

Clar.  I  have  loft  his  eileem  for  ever,  Jenny.  Since 
iaft  night,  that  I  fatally  confefs'd  what  I  fhould  have 
kept  a  fecret  from  all  the  world,  he  has  fcarce  conde- 
f  ended  to  caft  a  look  at  me,  nor  given  me  an  anfwer 
u  hen  I  fpoke  to  him,  but  with  coldnefs  and  referve. 

Jen.  Then  he  is  a  nally,  barbarous,  unhuman  brute. 

Clar.  Hold,  Jenny,  hold  ;  it  is  all  my  fault. 

Jen.  Your  fault  madam  !  I  wilh  I  was  to  hear  fueh  a 
word  come  out  of  his  mouth  ':  if  he  was  a  minifter  to 
morrow,  and  to  fay  fuch  a  thing  from  his  pulpit,  and  I 
by,  I'd  tell  him  it  was  falfe  upon  the  fpot. 
'  Clar.  Somebody's  at  the  door;  fee  who  it  is. 

Jen.  You  in  fault  indeed — that  I  know  to  be  the  moft 
virtuouiVil,  niceft,  moil  delicateit  — — 

Gar.  How  now  ? 
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Jen.  Madam,  its  a  mclfage  from  Mr.  Lionel.  If  you 
are  alone,  and  at  leifure,  he  would  be  glad  to  wait  upon 
you  :  I'll  tell  him,  Madam,  that  you  are'bufy. 

Clar.  Where  is  he,  Jenny  ? 

Jen.  In  the  itudy  the  man  fays. 

Clar.  Then  go  to  him,  and  tell  him  I  mould  be  glad 
to  fee  him  :  but  do  not  bring  him  up  immediately,  be- 
caufe  I  will  Hand  in  the  balcony  a  few  minutes  for  a  little 
air. 

Jen.  Do  fo,  dear  madam,  for  your  eyes  are  as  red  as 
ferrets,  you  are  ready  to  faint  too ;  mercy  on  us,  for 
what  do  you  grieve  and  vex  yourfelf — if  I  was  as  you— 

Clar.  Oh  ! 


Why  with  fobs  my  heart  is 
Why  with  tears  my  ryts  Jerfloiu  j 
Jjk  mt  not,  'tis  pajl  the  telling, 
Mute  involuntary  woe. 

Who  to  'winds  an  ft  ivaws  a  fir  anger  ^ 
Ventrout  tempts  the  inconfl^nt  feas^ 
In  each  billow  fancies  danger, 
Shrinks  at  every  rifing  breeze. 


SCENE    VIII. 
&>JOHN    FLOWERDALE,  JENKINS. 

Sir  John.  So  then,  the  myrtery  is  difcovered  : — but  is 
it  poflible  that  my  daughter's  refufal  of  Colonel  Oldboy's 
fon  (hould  proceed  from  a  clandeft.ne  engagement,  and 
that  engagement  with  Lionel  ? 

Jenk.  My  niece,  Sir,  is  in  her  young  Lady's  fecrets, 
and  Lord  knows  fhe  had  little  defign  to  betray  them  ;  but 
having  remarked  fome  odd  e-xprcffions  of  hers  ycrterday, 
when  (he  came  down  to  me  this  morning  with  the  '•. 
I  queftioned  her ;  and,  i: .  ihort,  drew  the  wlule  •-.. fail- 
out  ;  upon  which  I  feigned  a  recollection  of  fume  bufi- 
nefs  with  you,  <uid  defired  her  to  ca  »y  the  V.ter  to  Col 
onel  Oldboy's  herfelf,  while  I  came  up  hither. 

Sir 
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Sir  John.  And   they  are  mutually  prom  i fed  to  each 
other,  and  that  promife  was  exchanged  yefterday  ? 

Jenk.  Yes,  Sir,  and  it  is  my  duty  to  tell  you  ;  elfe  I 
would  rather  die  than  be  the  means  of  wounding  the 
Jteart  of  my  dear  young  lady  ;  for  if  there  is  one  upon 
earth  of  truly  noble  and  delicate  fentimems 
Sir  John.  I  thought  fo  once,  Jenkins. 
Jen.  And  think  fo  {till :  O  good,  Sir  John,  now 
is  the  time  for  you  to  exert  that  character  of  worth  and 
gemlenefs  which  the  would  fo  defervedly  has  given  you. 
You  have  indeed  caufe  to  be  offended  ;  but  confider,  Sir, 
your  daughter  is  young, .  beautiful;  and  amiable ;  the 
poor  youth  unexperienced,  fenfible,  and  at  a  time  of 
life  when  fuch  temptations  are  hard  to  be  refitted  :  their 
opportunities  were  many,  their  cafl  of  thinking  the 
fame.— • 

Sir  John.  Jenkins,- 1  can  allow  for  all  thefe  things; 
but  the  young  hypocrites,  there's  the  thing,  Jenkins; 7 
their  hypocrify,  their  hypocrify  wounds  me. 

Jtn.  Call  it  by  a  gentler  name,  Sir,  modefty  on  her 
parr,  apprehenfion  on  his*. 

Sir  John.  Then  what  opportunity  have  they  had  ?  They, 
never  were  together  but  when  my  fifter  or  myfelf  made 
one  of  the  company  ;  belides,  I  had  fo  firm  a  reliance  on,  - 
Lionel's  honour  and  gratitude... 

Jenk.  Sir,  I  can  never  think  that  nature  ftamp'd  that> 
gracious  countenance  of  his,  to  malk, a  corrupt  heart. 

Sir  John.  How  I  at  the  very  time  that  he  was  confcious- 
of  being  himfelf  the  caufe  of  it,  did  he  not  (hew  more 
concern  at  this  affair  than  I  did  ?  Nay,  don't  I  tell  you 
that  laft  nightr  of  his  own  accord,  he  offered  to  be  a 
mediator  in- the  affair,  and  deiired  my  leave  to  fpeak  to 
my  daughter?  I  thought  myfelf  obliged  to  him,   con— 
fented  ;.  and,  in  conlequence  of  his  aflurance  of  fuccefs, 
wrote  that  letter  to  Colonel  Oldboy,  to  deli  re  the  family 
would  come  here  again  to-day. 

Jenk.  Sir,  as  we  were  Handing  in  the  next  room,  I 
heard   a  meflage  delivered 'from  Mr.  Lionel,    defining 
leave  to  wait  upon  your  daughter ;  I  dare  fwear  they  will 
be  here  prefently  ;  fuppofe  we  were  to  itep  into  that  • 
clofet,  and  overhear  their  converfation  ? 
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Sir  John.  What,  Jenkins,  after  having  lived  fo  many 
years  in  confidence  with  my  child,  (hall  I  become  an 
eves -dropper  to  detect  her  f 

Jenk.  It  is  neceflary  at  prefent. — Come  in,  my  dear 
matter,  let  us  only  conlider  that  we  were  once  young  like 
them  ;  fubjecT  to  the  fame  pnllions,  the  fame  indifcre- 
tions ;  and  it  is  the  duty  of  every  man  to  pardon  errors 
incident  to  his  kind. 

Wbtn  love  gets  into  a  youthful  brain , 
Inftruftion  is  fruitlefs,  and  caution  vain  : 
Prudence  may  cry  do  fo  j 
But,  if  Lo<ve  fays  No  ; 
Poor  Prudence  May  goy 
With  htr  preaching^ 
And  teaching^ 
To  Jericho* 
Dear  Sir,  in  old  age,. 
'Tis  not  hard  to  be  fage, 
And  'tis  e^fy  to  pntit  the  way  ; 
But  do  or  fay. 
If 'hat  we  may, 
Lave  and  youth  will  have  thtir  day* 


SCENE    IX. 
CLARISSA,  LIONEL. 

C/ar.  Sir,  you  defired  to  fpeak  to  me  ;  I  need  not  tell 
you  the  prefent  fituation  of  my  heart ;  it  is  full.  What 
ever  you  have  to  fay,  I  beg  you  will  explain  yourfelf ; 
and,,  if  poflible,  rid  me  of  the  anxiety  under  which  I 
have  laboured  for  fome  hours. 

Lion.  Madam,  your  anxiety  cannot  be  greater  than 
mine  ;  I  come,  indeed*  to  fpeak  to  you  ;  and  yet,  I  know 
not  how,  I  come  to  advife  you,  (hall  I  fay  as  a  friend  ? 
yes,  as  a  friend  to  your  glory,  your  felicity  j  dearer  to 
me  than  my  life. 

C/ar.  Go  on,  Sir. 

Lion.  Sir  John  Flowerdale,  Madam,  is  fuch  a  father 
, as  few  are  bleiTed  with  j  his  care,  his  prudence  has  pro 
vided 
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vidcd  for  you  a  match — Your  refufal  renders  hinv  m~- 
confolable.    Liften  to  no  fuggeftions  that  would  pervert 
you  from   your  duty,  but  make  the  worthieft  of  mea 
happy  by  fubmitting.to  his  will.. 

C/ar.  How,  Sir,  after  what  paned  between,  us  yefler» 
day  evening,  can  you  advife  me  to  marry  Mr.  Jeffamy  ? 

Lion.  I,  would  advife  you  to  marry  any  one,  Madanv 
rather  than  a  villain. .. 

C/ar.  A- villain,. Sir. 

Lion. .  I  Jhould  be  the  worft  of  villains,  Madam,  was  L 
to.  talk  to  you  in  any  other  ilrain  :-.N»y,  am  I  not  a  vil-. 
lain,  at  once  treacherous  and  ungrateful  ?  Received  inta 
this  houfe  as  an  afylum  :  \vhat  have  I  done  !  Berrayed  , 
the  confidence  of  the  friend  that  trufted  me  ;  endeavoured 
to  facrifice  his  peace,  and  the  honour  of  'his  family,,  ta- 
my  own  unwarrantable  defires. 

C/ar.  Say  no  more,  Sir ;  fay  no  more  ;  I  fee  my  er 
ror  too  late ;  I  have  parted  from  the  rules  prefcribed  to- 
my  fex  ;  I  have  miftaken  indecorum  for  a  laudable  (in» 
eerily  ;  and  it  is  juft  I,  (hould  meet  with  the.  treatment- 
my  imprudence  deferves. 

Lion.  'Tis  I,  and  only  Iv  am  to  blame  ;  while  I  took, 
advantage  of  the  father's  fecurity,  I  pradlifed  upon  the 
tendernefs  and  ingenuity  of  the  daughter  ;  my  own  ima 
gination  gone  aflray,  I  artfully  laboured  lo  lead  yours. 
after  it  :    but  here,  Madam,  I  give  you  back  thofe  vows 
which  1  inlidioufly  extoned  from-  you  ;  keep  them  forr 
fome  happier  ma»,    who  may   receive,  them  without 
wounding  his  honour,  or  his  peace, 

C/ar.  For  Heaven's  fake  ! 

Lion.  Why  do  you  weep  ? 

C/ar.  Don't  fpeak  to  me. 

Lion.  Oh!   my.  ClarifTa,  my   heart  is  broke ;  Lam* 
hateful  to  myfelf  for  loving  you  ; — ^yet,  before  I  leave 
you  for  ever,  I  will  once  more  touch  that  lovely  hand- 
indulge  my  fondnefs  with  a  lail  look pray  for  your 

health  and  profperity, 

Clar.  Can  you  forfake  me  ?— Have  I  then  given  my 
afFedtions  to  a  man  who  rejecls  and  difregards  them  f-— 
Let  me  throw  myfelf  at  my  father's  feet  -t  he  is  generous 
a^d  com£auionate :—  He  knows  your  worth—- 

Lien. 
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Lion.  Mention  it  not ;  were  you  flript  of  fortune,  re 
duced  to  the  meaneft  ftation,  and  I  mon.irch  of  the 
globe,  I  jhould  glory  in  rajfmg  you  to  univerfal  empire  ; 
but  as  it  is  • 

Clar.  Yet  hear  me— — 

Lion*  Farewel,  farewel ! 

O  dry  thofe  ttars  !  like  welted  orf^ 
¥ajl  dropping  on  my  heart  they  fall ' : 

Think,  think  no  more  of  me  ;  no  mart 
Ibe  men?ry  of  pafl  fcents  recall. 

*On  a  wild  fea  of  paffton  /<?/}'/, 

1  fplit  upon  the  fatal  Jk  elf  \ 
Triend/bip  and  love  at  once  art 

And  now  I  <wijb  to  hfe 


SCENE    X. 

^CLARISSA,  JENNY,  fbm  Sir  JOHN  FLOWERDALE 
JENKINS,  and  afterguards  LIONEL. 


O  Madam  !  I  have  betray'd  you.  I  have  gone 
and  faid  fomething  I  (hould  not  have  faid  to  my  uncle 
Jenkins  ;  and,  as  fure  as  day,  he  has  gone  and  told  it  all 
to  Sir  John. 

Clar.  My  father  ! 

Sir  Joba.  Go,  Jenkins,  and  defire  that  young  gentle- 

man  to  come  buck—  (lay  where  you  are  —  But  what  have 

I  done  to  you  my  child  ?  How  have  I  deferv'd  that  you 

•(hould  treat  me  like  an  enemy  ?  Hub  there  been  any  un- 

•defigned  rigour  in  my  conduct,  or  terror  in  my  looks  ? 

Clar.  Oh  Sir  ! 

Jtnk.  Here  is  Mr.  Lionel. 

Sir  John.  Come  in  —  When  I  tell   you  that  I  am  in- 

ftru&ed  in   all  your  proceedings,  and  that  I  have  been 

•  ear-witnefs  to  your  converfation  in  this  place  ;  you  will, 

/perhaps,  imagine  what  my  thoughts  are  of  you,  and  the 

mcafures  which  juftice  prefcribcs  me  to  follow. 

Lion.  Sir,  I  have  nothing  to  fay  in  my  own  defence  ; 
•I  Hand  before  you,  fdf-convi&ed,  felf-condemn'd,  and 

(hall 
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ftiall  fubmit  without  murmuring  to  the  fentence  of  my 
judge. 

Sir  John.  As  for  you,  Clariifa,  fmce  your  ear-Heft  in 
fancy,  you  have  known  no  parent  but  me  ;  I  have  been 
to  you,  at  once,  both  farher  and  mother  ;  and,  that  I 
might  the  better  fulfill  thofe  united  duties,  thoj  left  a 
widower  in  the  prime  of  my  days,  I  would  never  enter 
into  a  iecond  marriage — I  loved  you  for  your  likenefs  to 
your  dear  mother  ;  but  that  mother  never  deceived  me— 
and  there  the  likenefs  fails — you  have  repaid  my  affeclion 
with  diffimulation— Clarifla  you  fliould  havetrulted  me. 

Jenny .  O  my  dear,  fweet  Lady. 

Sir  John.  As  for  you,  Mr.  Lionel,  what  terms  can  I 
find  ftrong  enough-to  paint  the  excefs  of  my  friendfliip  ! 
—I  loved,  I-efteemed,  I  honoured  .your  father :  he  was 
a  brave,  a  generous,  and  a  lincere  man  ;  I  thought  you 
inherited  his  good  qualities — you  were  left  an  orphan,  I 
adopted  you,  put  you  upon  the  footing  of  my  own  fon ; 
educated  you  like  a  gentleman ;  and  defigned  you  for  a 
profeffion,  to  which,  I  thought,  your  virtues  would  have 
been  an  ornament. 

Jen.  Dear  me,  dear  me. 

Jenk.  Hold  your  tongue. 

Sir  John.  What  return  you  have  made  me,  you  fcem 
to  be  acquainted  with  yourfelf;  and,  therefore,  I  fhall 
not  repeat  it — -Yet,  -remember,  as  an  aggravation  of  your 
guilt,  that  the  lafl  mark  of  my  bounty  was  conferred 
upon  you  in  the  very  inftant,  when  you  were  undermin 
ing  my  defigns.  Now,  Sir,  I  have  but  one  thing  more 
to  fay 'to  you — Take  my  daughter :  was  fhe  worth  a  mil 
lion,  ihe  is  at  your  fervice. 

Lion.  To  me  Sir  ! — your  daughter — do  you  give  her 
to  me  ? — -Without  fortune — without  friends  !  —  without— 

Sir  John.  You  have  them  all  in  your  heart ;  him  whom 
virtue  raifes,  fortune  cannot  abafe. 

C/ar.  O,  Sir,  let  me  on  my  knees  kifs  that  dear  hand 
•——acknowledge  my  error,  and  intreat  forgivenefs  and 
bleffing. 

Sir  John.  You  have  not  erred,  my  dear  daughter;  you 
have  diilinguifh'd.  It  is  I  (hould  alk  pardon,  for  this 
little  trial  of  you  ;  for  I  am  happier  in  the  fon-in-law 
you  have  given  me,  tl^an  if  you  had  married  a  prince— 

Lion* 
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Lion.  My  patron — my  friciul — my  father — I  would 
fain  fay  fomething  ;  but,  as  your  goodncfs  exceeds  all 
bounds '  •  - 

SirJ<,bn.  I  think  I  hear  a  coach  drive  into  the  court ; 
it  is  Colonel  Oldboy's  family  ;  I  will  go  and  icceive 
them.  Don't  m:ike  yourfelf'uneafy  at  this;  we  mult 
endeavour  to  pacify  them  as  well  as  we  can.  My  dear 
Lionel,  if  I  have  made  you  happy,  you  have  made  me 
f<>;  Heaven  blefsyou,  my  children,  and  make  you  deferv- 
ing  of  one  another. 


SCENE    XI. 
CLARISSA,  LIONEL,  JENNY. 

Jen.  O  dear,  Madam,  upon  my  knees,  I  humbly  beg 
your  foigivenefs— Dear  Mr.  Lionel,  forgive  me — I  did 

not  defign  to  difcover  it,  indeed and  you  won't  turn 

me  off,  Madam,  will  you  ?  I'll  ferve  you  for  nothing. 

Our.  Get  up,  my  good  Jenny  ;  I  freely  forgive  you 
if  there  is  any  thing  to  be  forgiven.  I  know  you  love 
me;  and,  '1  am  fure  here  is  one  who  will  join  with  me 
in  rewarding  your  fervices, 

Jen.  Well,  if  I  did  not  know,  as  fure  as  could  be, 
that  fome  good  would  happen,  by  my  left  eye  itching 
this  morning. 

Lion.  O  blifs  untxfefled!  my  joys  ovtrpoewjr  mef 

Mj  hi'/,   my  Clarij[/a^  what  words  Jbu  II 1  find  ! 
Remorfe^  defperattcH,  no  longer  drvour  me—  — 
He  b/eji  d  ust  and  peace  is  reft  or*  d  to  tny  mind* 

••CUr.  tie  blefid  us  f  O  rapture  !  Like  one  I  rtcover 

If 'htm  death  bad  appufd  without  hope,  ixithoid  aiJ; 
A  mirntnt  dfpri^d  me  oj 'father  and  lo'ver  ; 
A  moment  re/lores,  and  my  pangs  art  repaid* 
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Lion.  Forjakeny  abandoned, 

Clar. What  folly  I  what  blindnefs  ! 

Lion.  We  fortune  accuSd; 

Ciar.   — .and,  the  fates  that  decreed'. 

A.  2.    But  pain  was  iiifli£l<d  by -Heaven,  out  of  kindnf 
'To  heighten  tbt  joy i  f  bat  tutre. doomed  to  fucceed, 
Our  day  was  o\rcajl : 
But  brighter  thefctne  //, 
The  Jkj  more  f^rtne  //, 
And  Jofter  the  calm  for  the  hurricane  paft\ 


SCENE    XII 

OLD  BOY  leaning  on  aServanty  Mr.  JESS  AMY 
leading  her  •  J  E  N  N  Y  ;  and  afterward*  Sir  JOHN  FLOWER- 
DALE  with  Colonel  O  L  D  B  O  Y. 

Lady  M.  'Tis  all  in  vain,  my  dear  ; — fet  me  down  any 

where  ;  I  can't  go  a  itep  further 1  knew,  when  Mr. 

Oldboy  infilled  upon  my  coming,  that. I  mould  be  feized 
with  a  meagrim  by  the  way  ;  and  it's  well  I  did  not  die 
in  the  coach* 

^Ir.JfJ/l  But,  pr'ythec,  why  will  you  let  yourfelfbe 
flfte6led  with-fuch  trifles— Nothing  more  common  than 
for  young  women  of  faihion  to  go  off  with  low  fellows,  . 

Lady  M.  Only  feel,  my  dear,  how  I  tremble  !  Not  a 
nerve  but  what  is  in  agitation  -,  and  my  blood  runs  cold, 
cold! 

Mr.  Jff.  Well,  but,  Lady  Mary,  don't  let  us  expofe 
oBvfeives  to  thofe  people  ;  I  fee  there  is  not  one  of  the 
rafcals  about  us,  that  has  not  a  grin  upon  hk  countenance. 

Lady  M,  Expofe  ourfelves !  my  dear  ?  Your  father 
will  be  as  ridiculous  as  Hudibras,  or  Don  Quixore. 

Mr.  J>JJ.  Yes,  he  will  be  very  ridiculous  indeed. 

Sir  John.  I  give  you  my  word,  my  good  friend,  and 
-neighbour,  the  joy  I  feel  upon  this  occafion,  is  greatly 
allayed  by  thedifappointment  of  an  alliance  with  your  fa 
mily  ;  but  I  have  explained  to  you  how  things  have  hap 
pened You  fee  my  fituation  ;  and,  as  you  are  kind 

enough  to  confider  it  youifelf,  1  hope  you  will  excufe  it 
te  your  fon. 

Mr 
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Laety  M.  Sir  John  Flowderdale,  how  do  you  do  ?  You 
fee  we  have  obey'd  your  fummons  ;  and  I  have  the  plea- 
fuft  to  afTure  you,  that  my  fon  yielded  to  my  int  -eaties 
with  very  little  difa^reement :  in  fhort,  if  I  may  fpe.ilc 
metaphorically,  he  is  content  to  luuul  candidate  again, 
notwithstanding  his  late  rcpulfe,  when  he  hopes  for  an 
unanimous  election. 

^  Cot.  Well,  but,  my  Lady,  you  may  fave  your  rh  -to- 
ric  ;  for  the  borough  is  difpoied  of  to  a  worthier  member. 

Air.  Jeff.  \Vhut  do  you  fay,  Sir  ? 


S  C  E  N  E    XIII. 

Sir  JOHN  FLOWERDALE,  Lady  MARY  OLDBOY,  Mr. 
JESSAMY,  Colonel  OLDBOY,  LIONEL,  CLARISSA, 
JENNY. 

Sir  John.  Here  are  my  fon  and  daughter. 

Lady  M.  Is  this  pretty,  Sir  John  ?  ^ 

Sir  John.  Believe  me,  Madam,  it  is  not  for  want  of  a 
jnft  fenfeof  Mr.  Jeflamy's  merit,  that  this  affair  has  gone 
off  on  any  fide  :  but  the  heart  is  a  delicate  thing ;  and 
after  it  has  once  felt,  if  the  object  is  meritorious,  the  im- 
preflion  is  not  eafily  effacM  ;  it  would  therefore  have  been 
an  injury  to  him,  to  have  given  him  in  appearance  what 
another  in  reality  poflefled. 

Mr.  Jiff.  Upon  my  honour,  upon  my  foul,  Sir  John, 
I  am  not  in  the  leaft  offended  at  this  contrt  temps — Pray 
Lady  Mary,  fay  no  more  about  it. 

Col.  Tol,  lol,  lol,  lol. 

Sir  John.  But,  my  dear  Colonel,  I  am  afraid,  after 
all,  this  affair  is  taken  amifs  by  you  ;  yes,  I  fee  you  are 
angry  on  your  fon's  account ;  but  let  me  repeat  it,  I  have 
a  very  high  opinion  of  his  merit. 

Col.  Ay  !  that's  more  than  I  have.  Taken  amifs !  I 
don't  take  any  thing  amifs  ;  I  never  was  in  better  fpirits, 
or  more  pleafed  in  my  life. 

Sir  John.  Come,  you  are  uneafy  at  fomething,  Colonel. 

Col.  Me !  Gad  :I  am  not  uneafy — Are  you  a  juftice  of 

peace  ?    Then  vgu  could  give  me  a  warrant,  cou'dn't 

you  ?  You  mult  know,  Sir  John,  a  little  accident  has 

G  2  hap- 
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happened  in  my  family  lince  I  faw  you  laft,  you  and  I 
may  make  hands — Daughters,  Sir,  daughters !  Your's 
has  fnapt  at  a  young  fellow  without  your  approbation  ; 
and  how  do  you  think  mine  has  ferv'd  me  this  morning? 
— only  run  away  with  the  fcoundrel  I  brought  to  dinner 
here  yefterday. 

Sir  John.  I  am  exceffively  concerned. 

Col  Now  I'm  not  a  bit  concern'd  —No,  damn  me,  I 
am  glad  it  has  happened;  yet,  thus  far,  I'll  confefs,  I 
fhould  be  forry  that  eichtrr  of  them  would  come  in  my 
way,  becaufe  a  man's  temper  may  fometimes  get  the 
better  of  him,  and  I  believe  I  fhould  be  tempted  to  break 
her  neck,  and  blow  his  brains  out. 

Clar.  But  pray,  Sir,  explain  this  affair. 

Col.  I  can  explain  n  no  liiiwicr — J>y,  my  daughter  Dy, 
has  run  away  irom  us. 


SCENE    XIV. 

Sir  JOHN  FLOWERDALE,  Colonel  OLDBOY,  Lady  MARY 
OLD  BOY,  A/r»  JfissAMY,  CL  AH  ISSA,  LIONEL,  JENNY, 
DIANA,  HERMAN,  JENKINS. 

Dian*  No,  my  dear  papa,  I  aln  not  runaway;  and,, 
iipon  my*  knees,  I  intreat  your  pardon  for  the  folly  I 
have  committed  ;  but,  let  let  it  be  fome  alleviation,  xhat 
duty,  and  affection,  were  too  ftrong  to  fuffer  me  to  carry 
it  to  extremity:  and,  if  you  knew  the  agony  I  have 
been  in,  (ince  I  faw  you  lait 

Lady  M.   How's  this  ? 

Har.  Sir,  I  reftore  your  daughter  to  you  ;  wliofe  fault, 
as  far_as  it  goes,  I  muftalfo  take  upon  myfelf ;  we  have 
been  known  to  each  other  forfome  time  ;  as  Lady  Rich 
ly,  your  filler,  in  London,  can  acquaint  you 

Co/.  Dy,  come  here Now,  you  rafcal  where's  your 

fword  ;  if  you  are  a  gentleman  you  fhall  fight  me  j  if 
you  are  a  Icrub,  I'll  horfe-whip  you—Draw,  Sirrah- 
Shut  the  door  there,  don't  let  him  efcape. 

Har.  Sir,  don't  imagine  1  want  to  efcape;  I  am  ex 
tremely  forry  for  what  has  happened,  but  am  ready  to 
give  you  any  fatisfaclion  you  think  proper. 
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Co!.  Follow  me  into  the  garden  then — Zounds !  I 
have  no  fword  about  me— Sir  John  Flowerdale — lend  us 
a  cafe  of  piftols,  or  a  couple  of  guns ;  and,  come  and 
fee  f;iir  play. 

(,'<.T.  My  dear  papa  ! 

Dit.fr.  Sir  John  Fiowerdale — O  my  indifcretion — we 
came  here,  Sir,  to  beg  your  mediation  in  our  favour. 

Lady  M.  Mr.  Oldboy,  if  you  attempt  to  fight  I  mail 
expire. 

Sir  John.  Pray,  Colonel,  let  me  fpeak  a  word  to  you 
in  private. 

Col.  Slugs  and  a  faw-pit 

Mr'  7eJT'  Why,  Mifb  Dy,  you  are  a  perfect  heroine  f6r 
a  romance — And,  pray  who  is  this  courteous  knight  ? 

Lady  M.  O  Sir,  you  that  I  thought  fuch  a  pretty  be- 
hav'd  gentleman  ! 

Mr»  Jf/-  What  bufinefs  are  you  of  friend  ? 
tiar.  My  chief  trade,   Sir,  is  plain  dealing  ;  and,  as 
that  is  a  commodity  you  have  no  reafon  to  be  very  fond 
of,  I  would  not  advife  you  to  purchafe  any  of  it  by  im 
pertinence;. 

Col.  And  is  this  what  you  would  advife  me  to  ? 
Sir  John.  It  is,  indeed,  my  dear  old  friend  ;  as  thing* 
are  fnuated,  there  is  in  my  opinion,  no  other  prudent 
method  of  proceeding  ;  and  it  is  the  method  I  would  adopt 
myfelf,  was  I  in  your  cafe* 

Co/.  Why,  I  believe  you  are  in  the  right  of  it— fay 
uhat  you  will  for  me  then. 

Sir  John.  Well !  young  people,  I  have  been  able  to  ufe 
a  few  arguments,  which  have  fo fined  my  neighbour  here  ; 
and  in  fome  m?afure  pacified  his  refentment.  I  find,  Sir, 
you  are  a  gentleman  by  your  connections  ? 

Har.  Sir,  till  it  is  found  that  my  character  and  family 
will  bear  the  Itrifteft  fcrutiny,  I  defire  no  favour — And 
for  fortune — 

£W.  Oh  !  Rot  your  fortune,  I  don't  mind  that — I  know 
you  area  gentleman,  or  Dick  Rantum  would  not  have  re 
commended  you.  And  fo,  Dy,  kifa  and  friends. 

Mr*  Jeff  What,  Sir,  have  you  no  more  to  fay  to  the 
man  who  has  ufed  you  fo  ill  ? 

Col.  Us'd  me  ill !— That's  as  I  take  it— he  has  done  a 
mettled  thing;  and,  perhaps,  I  like  him  the  better  for  it; 

it's 
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it's  long  before  you  would  havt-  fpirit  enough  to  run  away; 
with  a  wench—  Harmon  live  me  your  hand  ;  let's  hear  no 
more  of  this  now-  --  Sir  John  Fibwerdale,  what  fay  you  ? 
(hall  we  fpend  the  day  together,  and  dedicate  it  to  lovr 
and  harmory  ? 

Sir  John.  With  all'  my  heart. 

Col.  Then  take  off  my  great  coat.  . 

Lion.  Come  then,  allyefodnlpow'rs, 

Shed  your  influence  utr  us, 
Crown  with  klifi  the  prejent 

And  lighten  il(fe  h/fcre  vs. 
May  thfjujl,  tie  generous  kind, 

Still  fee  that  you  regard  'tm  ; 
•And-  Lit  nets  for  ewerjind, 

ClariJ/as  to  reward  'ew.   , 

Glar.     Lo<vf,  thy  jrodbead  I  adore  9 


But  '-Tc/7/  never  bow  btf<rre 

Tvcfe  idol?)  wealth  )  yr  fajhion* 

tylay9  like  it'f^  each  maidtn  TX'{/^, 
From  tie  fop  deftnd  h;r  ; 

Learning^  fenfe,  and  virtue  pri^.e^ 
And  f  cor  u  the  <vain  pretender.    . 


Har.     Why  the  plague  fiould  men 

WWe  in  tirr.e  we  moulder  ? 
Grave,  cr  gay,  or  vex?  J^   or  glaa  \   ., 

We  e^ry  day  groiu  older. 
Bring  theft  ajk,  the  tnujic  bringy 

"Joy  will  quickly  find  us  ; 
Drink)  and  laugh,  and  dance,   andjingy 

And  cajl  our  carts  behind  us* 

Dian.  .  HWJ  jkall  1  efcape  —  -fo  naught  9 

On  filial  laws  to  trample  ; 
J.Ut'fn  curtfey,  own  my  fault  ',    , 

And  pleadpapus  example.    . 
Parwts  '  }tis  a  hint  to  you, 

Children  oft  are  Jhameleft  ; 
Oft  tranfgrffs—the  things  too  t  rut— 
But  are  you  always  blumelefs  ? 

One 
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One  word  more  btfore  -ive  go  ; 

Girls  and  bays  have  patience  ; 
Ton  to  friend*  mujl  fo  me  thing  owe. 

As  --well  as  to  relations. 
•¥h:fe  kind  gentlemen  addrefs-— 
What  the!'  nue  forgave  'em 
Still  they  mujl-be  lo/f,  unlefe 
.  You  lend  a  hand  to  fa<ve  Vw. 


END  of  THE  OPERA. 


• 


A.  TABLE  of  the  SONGS,   with  the  Names  of 
the  feveral  Compofers. 

N.  B.  Thofe  marked  thus  **,  are  new,  both  words  and 
muiic  :  but  t hole  marked  thus  *,  are  only  new  fet. 

A  New  Overture  by  Mr.  DIBDIN. 
ACT    I. 


i  Ah  how  delightful  the- morning 
*2  To  rob  them  of  ftrength    .              — 
*3  To  tell  you  the  truth  

4  Zounds,  Sir!   then  I'll  tell  you 

5  When  a  man  of  faihion  condefcends 
*6  I'm  but  a  poor  fervant  — — 

7  You  afk  me  in  vain 

8  Ah  !  pr'thee  fpare  me 

**9  Ye  gloomy  thoughts  — 

Quintetto  ...   •  •  ••  • 


Duet. 

Mr.  Dibdin 
Dibdin 
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Dibdin 
Dibdiu 
Dibdin 
Gall  up  pi 
Dibdin 
Dibdiu 


A  C  T    II. 


1  Talk  not  to  me  — 

2  Indeed,  forfooth,  a  pretty  youth 

3  How  curfedly  vext 


4  Come  then,  pining,  peevifh  lover 
*5  To  fear  a  ftranger  — — 

**6  Ladies,  pray  admire  a  figure  — 

**7  Poor  panting- heart  ' 

8  In  Italy,  Germany,  France  have  I  been 

**9  We  all  fay  the  man  

ID  Go,  and,  on  my  truth  relying 
Quintetto  — 


Vento 

Scolati 

D.  Arne 

Ciampi 
Dibdin 
Dibdin 
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ACT    III. 

How  e  an  you,  inhximan  !  — 

I  wonder,  I'm  fure,  - 

Hift,  feft;  let's  hear  how  matters  go 
A  rafcal,  a  hufley  ...    .  - 

Why  with  fighs  my  heart  is  fwelling 
O  blifs  unexpefted  - 

Churus  ••     .  i.  . 
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